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Tei ſuch teach others who themſelves excell, 
And cenſure freely who have written well, 
Whoever thinks a faultleſs Piece to fee; : 


Thinks what ne er Was, nor ts, nor e er Shall be. 
PoE. 


£ 


A Sunny m morn' for recreation 


IT wa hats began a flow cantation, 
They frac a ſkelf began to claver, 


The tane was Woo' the tither Beaver; | 
oe 
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Their notes through ilka corner rang, 7 
While I ſat mute to hear their ſang. 


| 
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BEAVER HAT. 


Ah me! to 1 will bus" neſs ras 


3 =_ :: day I here may fit an mourn, 
2 | Nane ſpiers my price, though I can boaſt 


Of lately leaving England's coaſt; 

Tho' Beaver, what doth that avail me? 
My maſter ſure s nae like to ſell me, 
Already on my head 1s laid, | 
Full five per cent, as loſs on trade. 


—_ _:. CO OIL HAT. 
I Here wha fit am coarſer gear 


Than you, but coarſer fou K me wear. 
This month I've dally'd on che {kelf; 
For credit or for ready pelf, 

Nane think ſae much as ance to ſpier 
Gin I, poor I, be cheap or dear. 
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BEAVER HAT. 


Sin' Seat firſt A . was V 


| They've broke, they've made, an mended laws; 


Some for our well an' preſervation, - 


Some, ane wou'd think, down-right 3 7 
But ae unvaried rule in trade is, 9 


By every trader down it laid is; 


To graſp ; in ilka ſcheme they'll pry, 
Gin ane ſhou'd fail, anither try. | 
Now what though trade in hats be ſma', 
There's ither trades for him to ca. 


— 


WOOL -H4T. 


True acid WG 8 ken fu' well 


That trade of late's s gaen to the deil, 
Shou'd ane ſuggeſt a trade, an' thrive in't, 


Fer lang a hunder ſure wou'd dive in't; 
Some wou'd back-bite, ſome under-ſell, 


Some wou'd play tricks I darna tell; 


To wrelſt the trade frae the contriver, 


Some wou'd ſweep hell to find a ſtiver. 
8 A 2 


Some cannie knack, by which he'll riſe 


| Mak's fools careſs'd in every nation: 
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He publiſh! ſaul I wou'd nae read him; 


(4) 


Your hand my chield, let us deviſe 


A wee, for now a days I tak it, 
Poor fouk by a are diſreſpecit, 
But filler, ſtrange infatuation, 


He's young an' ſtout wi' fient a joint out, 
Will ye ſome honeſt my” but Point out. 


BEAVER HAT. 


Troth Rockie, frac my heart I think 
He's got the knack o crambo clink ; 
By that there's aft been filler made, 


An' here, that's ſure nae common trade, 


Curs'd oppoſition maun be born, 
Let wha blaws beſt bear at the horn, 


WOOL HAT. 


. wi” your ſtuff he has nae ſimeadum, | 


There's chields ca'd Critics (do his beſt on't) 
Wou'd ſhake their craps, an” that fu feſt, on i 
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An' ſhou'd grofs faults in it ly thick, 
Him an' his book they'd ſend to Nick ; 
At leaſt gin their ill tongues cou d do it. 
To publiſh, then, I fear he'd rue it; 


Preſumption, ſure twou'd be the height oft, 


Good lack ! they'd laugh juſt at the fight o't. 


His education's been ſac ſma', 
He hardly kens a B frae Aa x 


Ion that's nae his wyte, for why ? 
Oer ſoon he try d to rear a pye; 


Gin ten year-auld as ſure as lent is, 


He was a Baker's bound apprentice ; 


An' ay till now his toil's been hard, 
How cou'd he think to turn a Bard 


BEAVER HAI. 


| Wae on your ſnout ! ! you ſpeak 0 S 


Coarſe are your thoughts, as coarſe you've 


made em; 


Wou'd you ſpeak ſenſe, i it ſure wou d 4 glad ane; 


They're born Poets, lear' ne er made ane. 
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A Bard tho- barefoot rough an' ruddie, 
Wi' mither wit, tho foul an duddie, 


Can paint fu' well the ways o' nature, 
Her every grace, an every feature. 


He'd tell the thoughts o' lower claſſes, 
As credulous houſe-wives, lads an' laſles ; 
Wha, round the ingle wi' their rocks, 


1 to crack their jerry iel. 


When Rob wi' twa che pawkie een, 
A wyllie wager lays wi Jean, 
“ That he'll wi' eaſe a rigg length rin, 


* E'. er ſhe her hindmoſt teat will ſpin ;” ? 


The temper pin ſhe gies a „ 
An' ſpins but flow, yet ſeems to birl; 


Thinking to blind her neighbour Beſs, | 
That Rob pay rin an' win the 1222 | 


Or tell the 8 bY "ſe nights; 


How Satan blazes uncouth lights, 
Or how he does a core convene, 


Upon a witch-frequented green; 


4-43 


wr ſpells an cauntrips helliſh rantin', 
Like maukins thro' the fields they're jauntin”, 
How ſome are ſent kirk-yards to haunt ; 
To ape the deil, the others maunt; 
When tir'd o* that fell dme Gans; 
Some in : egg ſhells leg aff for France. 


The e reſf 1 "EOS friſk and . 
Or, in fell ſhapes, bout peat ſtacks ramble ; 
Tin douf the twall-hours bell crys clink, _ 
, THe aff a' wallop ar 


The deil to ſhades b retires, 

The wives leg hame an' trim their fires. 
An' fic like tales in clinking verſe, 

A barefoot Bard cou'd well rehearſe. 


Cauſe he's nae {kill'd in claſſic lorum, 
For that, I'd ſure the mair adore him; 

Nor will a Critic wreck his ſenſe on 

A youth, wha has ſae ſma' pretenſion. 
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You've reaſon'd well; an' won the field; 

- Sure there's nae Critics when they ken him, 
Will ſuffer rattle-ſculls to blame him, * 
He's fic a chield I'd like to pleaſe him, 
May a rin hyte that mean to teaſe him. 

J liſtn'd lang, they ſaid nae mair, 
EE But their confab ſac eas'd my care, 
That up I got, an' pray d Apollo 
To time it, either jig or ſolo.— 


Sae curb a wee your rhyming rage, 
For he'll reign Laurcat of this age,” 
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W O O L H A T. 


Hech man I find I e'en maun yield, 


He ſhook his head in indignation ; 
I'm quite aſham'd ; this generation 
Wou'd a' be Poets, Dabs, an' Fiddlers, 


Vain empty mortals, crazy middlers, 

That ken nae mair my valu'd arts, 

Their niceſt touches, ſoothing parts, 

Than does an oyſter wench or cronnie, 
To perſonate a. Macaroni. : 
There's ane ca'd Burns, a Bard at Air, fn 
Got a the fire I weel cou'd ſpare; 


2 


NI face bad got a 1 . 50 = 
Right fly' d was I, an' hang my lip; 3 9 
But yet ance mair ! beg'd his aid; 

He gae a fidge and naithing ſaid, ; 


I urg d my cauſe wi' ſeeming zeal, 
An 1 him mind * Beaver $ tale. 


All, faid I, are.not Shakeſpeares born, 

Ar yet your badge have hunders worn; N 
Try me e ful |. £5 l | 
Io tell wi glee my hame ſpun tale, . 

TN burn my pen, an ſpill my ink, 
An ſpurn gy life at crambo clink. 


He look'd, he fanil'd, an ſae did , 
Sin' yowre ſae fond (aid he) gae try; 
An ſhou d parnaſſus brae be ſteep, 
Get on all four an flowly creep; : 
He that wou'd ſpeel the braes o' rhyme, 
« Maun ſtamp in tune, an count the time; 
Due perſeverance an my aid, 


- « May mak a deacon at the trade; ; 
IF B 


"© al, I W you wi' this blaſt, 
*The firſt purſue yow ve got the laſt,” 


1 try d my skill, ſae reader aa 
But firſt thro every column trudge ; 
Candour frae prejudice defend them, 
Let nane contemn, but wha can mend them, 


Says an eminent Author. 
'Trs with our judgment as our watches, none 
Go juſt alike, get each believes his own. 


2 . 
5 : 1 


But of a great many it may be 8 thus. 
But ſinſt what ſay the critics, or the crowd, 


With them I'll; Join 10 curſe, or praiſe aloud. 
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Fo. | \ \ AS there in Scotland ever ſeen — V 1 
OO Sie fairin an fic rantin, | + 
Sin Allan's Chriſt's-kirk on the green, 
. A tale he weel might vaunt on, 
N Till in Mon roſs there did convene, 
A core baith blyth an wanton, 


1 g © = 7 % N 
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When lads an laſſes neat an clean, 
Came to the Rood Fair jauntin 
Peu blyth that day. 
Fi. 1. 
1 | ILat's view the day before the Fair; 


'F When chapman lads do trot in, = 3 
6 | 


5 


And on the cauſeway puſhin fair, * 
To birze out the Red Rotten; 
Wi' back to ſide they puſh, they ſwear, | 
While gauments far are ſhort 1 in : 
To keep their place, till dirt beſmear, 
N rotten eggs play f ſtot in 
heir lugs that day. 


Por . al 


III. 


Stop here my muſe, but truths relate, 
 Nae mair the Rotton's preſs' d; 


. — — 


That' s but a tale O˙ antient date, 
Which moderns now deteſt: 
That youth might not auld age defeat, 
As each fought for the beſt, wn 
'They tickets draw, but ſhou'd ane cheat, 
He's turn d frae mang the reſt, 
wr ſpite that day. 


. 


* Tt was the ow in Montroſe till within theſe few years 
paſt, for trav wing merchants to convene on the ſtreet, or in ſome 
convenient place, the day before the fair: after arranging them- 

ſelves three men deep, each exerting his whole ftrengrh, by puſhing 
againſt one another, for the choice of their place, (the car | 
always got the worſt). But that fooliſh cuſtom is now laid aſide, 
and in its place is {ubilituted the "vg of tickets. | 


_ Tibtrip'da foot an? oer the fell; | 44557 
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Iv. 


Then on the morn i . loon 2 ob 
Rears up his market ſhop,” A. 
An a' his gibbles louſes down, Aer: Ty PV. 
Crys, © nane wi mine can cop; ; 
For frae guid Glaſgow, that braw ben,, 
a brought them tight an top, | l 
& They coſt the Geordies red an' roun', 1 CRT 
by 1 Trans 928 you. great fop'' pb 5 - 1 
8 N fine this s day.” 
Meg, Tib, an' limpin' Jenny Bell! 
| Gat firſt to town, I trow, , 
But juſt as they came aff the Mell, > 
WY a their braws in view, | Solf - 


Alas! her gown was nen 


Twa ſcore o eggs ſhe had to ſel, ö 
Did throw. her apron ſpew 1.259594 7 one n 
Fu red chat * e ; 


N * - , 
3 a «= 
Fort | 


* 


„ 
Meg wi“ a 3 ſcrap'd her gown, 
An rub'd it weel wi ſegs; 


Says Jenny, ne'er the apron own, 


Ye's get on mine, or Meg s. 1 


Quo Tib, I ve loſt by that baſe town, 


My apron, - gown, and eggs, 


But look, the dirt hough up has FR 3. 


(IPOS 88 will ſee my legs 
Sae black chis day. | 


VII. 


Then in they gaed to webſter Ned, 


Wha by his ſhuttle flang, 


| Toſee the cummers he was glad, 


But kend nae, Tib Was Wrang': | 
Her cotties on a ſtool were laid, 
| Her hoſe the laſſes wrang, 


| Tib hang her lp an neathing ſaid, 


Ned ſwore they ſmelt o ſtrang 
ads Right ſtrong that day. 
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They v waſh an' aryd her aich 4 
Ance mar ſhe's clean an' ſnug, 

Her keek was white as driven ſhaw, 
Fit for the lads to tug ; 


She lap like daft aboon them a', 


Nae mair her heart aid uge, ' 


But ſwore ſhe'd be, (for a her fa“ 


Kiſs'd leal frac Iug to lufg 
Fu ſweet that day. 


IK. 


Down through the fair wi' kilted coats, 


White legs an' briskets bare, 


Ned's glaſs had clean'd their face 0? mots, : 


An' ſorted weel their hair. 
Says Meg, I'll wager twenty groats, 

My loof does youk ſae fair, 
The heartſome lad that on me doats 


Will gi me rantin' fair 
Fw fine this day. 


wi. ha 
5 3 ͤĩ ——— 


[ Belyve GOMes in frac the plow tail, 


Lads brisk an' ſpruſh as bott! d ale, | 


Says ſhe, their taunts ne'er ad a fig, 


| The choice o fair, frac them we'll aw, 1 


TD 


* 


After the mornin' yokin 5 


An' ſouple as a maukin' ; 
Young wanton chields juſt aff the fall, 

Frae ev'ry corner flock i in, | 
And young guid-men, fond, ſtark an” kale, | 


s in to join the jokin 
Sae rife that day. 


XI. 


Meg Ls a neck as lang's my =, 
An' ſees the lads a' comin”, 


But a! your courage ſummon: 


Syne ale they'll gi's that's foamin' . 


When drink on them begins to ſeg, 
They' Il tak's to ſee the ſhowman, 
Rare fun this TT 


Fey laſſes a), an are ye there,” 
Quo Rob, ſyne gae a great laugh, 
Right timeous ye ve been i the fair, 
* By peep o day ye d ſet aff; 
© What's i your laps ye hod ſae fair ? 
6 Tat ſee, I'll wad it's nae draft; 
5 © Your filler ye ve had time to Ware, 
Ve ve wyld the grain frae dry caff 
TY W ad this day. 


Rob kiſs ye your Tobacco doſs, 

O' compliments be ſparein, 

FM good that taunts are {aft as moſs, 
Or taes wou d aft get parin; 

But fince I've got ye in Mom roſs, 

LNae flinchin gis, nor rairiſp; 

| Haſte draw your 4 an be nae croſs, 

e OS 


This : Rood Fair day. 
FF. 


Rob tak's them to a ſweety bench, | 
Where e' thing's fit for eatin; TEE ; 'F 
But e'er their cravings got a ſtench, I 
His pulſe fu ſair was beatin; 
He ſwore his purſe had got a launch, 


TY 
* > 
5H 


An' in his heart was fretin', - 


A mou like an ill waſhen paunch, 
Or like a lammie bleatin'; . 


* 


1 Hd made that day. 
XV. 


Tam rooſes weel the letter d cakes, _ 
An' thinks 'tis the cheapeſt fair; 
Right wantonly his purſe he ſhakes, 
Tho' little in't to ſpare; E 
Then out hail ha f-a-merk he taks, 
l wat he grudg d it fair, 
His pow then wi' his nails he rakes, 
An' ſwore the fient haed mair 
8 He'd draw that day. 


15 
"IP 
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XVI. 
Ilk mou fu” faſt began to mump, 


In mony an odd direction, 


Tib's teeth che ſugar plums did crump, 


Without the leaſt objection; 


Meg in her freaks dang out a ſtump, = 


'a dn d hard confection, 


Which made her loudly roar an jump, 


To ilka fool's inſpection f 
Round them that day. 
XVII 
Quo' Rob this e'en gin a be right, 
We'll hae a winſome wallop + 


At Fohny Fute's wi glomin' light, 


Mind laſſes a' to ca up: 


| There weel play d nappie tart an o tight - 


Ye's get till fit to haul up, 
While Sandy's * bow w1 a his 8 
Out oer the ſtrings ſhall gallop 
Wi' vir this night. 
* A 8 Scots Fidler. 5 
e 
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XVIII. 


The brow town dearies tak their rout, 
Ik laflack's busked fine, 
'Tho' dim as ane ill waſhen clout, 
Their duddies gar them ſhine ; 
| When i' the fair they're mim an' mute, 
„ For fear good names they tyne, 
rin copner ha e nae doubt, 


But round the lads they'd twine 
Like eels that day: 


3 | XIX. 
Ae lad frae out below the Ha! 
E'es Meggie wi a glance, 
Then ſlylie round the ſtands he'll draw, 
An meet as t were by chance; 
A while right blate he'll hum an ha, 
Ihen ſtart as frae a trance, 
To fair his laſs a heart he'll ſhaw, 
Tho he ſhou'd leg to France, 
For want ſome day. 
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XX. 


A hue an cry ſoon fd the air, 


Some ran an' ſome were row d. 


The Serjant ſwore by kirk an fair . 


That Rob had ta en che gowd, 
Rob cry d hae ye nae juſtice chere, 
* It? my pouch was ſtowd,” _ 
He wrang his hands an' tore his hair, 
The laſſes "ap an lowd 
Like nowt that dn 


Then aff Meg r. ran wi heaſty ſpeed, 
Her heart gaed like a bell 


She never ſtop d till he was freed, 


But paid the ſmart herſel; 


Een deeming it her deareſt meed, 


She down the clink did tell ; 


When free, Rab lap three elvant breed, 


An kiſſes leal an fnell 
Gae ber chat day, 


N "= 


0 


G9 


XXII. : 


A's now to rakes, round gaes che vote 
Gin they ſhou'd leave the fair, 

Then lads an' laſſes in a knot _ 

To Fobny Fute's repair ; 
They canvas there the Serjant's plot, 
Wha meant their mirth to ſcare, 
Then ale makes ilka lip to flo, | 

Rare antidote 'gainſt care 
On ſic a 8 


XXIII. 


Meg ſhaws a gown bought i' the fair 
Alightſome milk an water, 
Tib ſhaws a coat, ſhe coft nae mair, 
Fer filler wad nae lat her. 
Quo Rob I bought, but deil may care, 
Frae yon wee chield the Hutter, 
A ſcull, made up o Hawkie's hair, 
| Juſt baken thick wi' batter 
An' black—ſome day. 


RAE To Fo 
r 3 Af 2 


The fidler tifted ilka ſtring, 


Screw weel your pins an ' baniſh hums 


"(+2377 
XXIV. 


Play'd tulloch ey'ry ſmite ot, 


When mauſie wad nae loudly ling, 1 6771 


He gae his bow the wyte ot. FEES 


Meg cry'd play up the Nan bung, 


J winna name a byte ot, 


The pawkie loon gard the houſe ring 


Wi hey che rare ebe . N 
Hale ſcreed wa night: AR 


XXV. 


Meg Lindſay lap, am cnack d hes chums 
Nane ſhaw'd a foot the nimble, | 


Till o'er her noſe the ſweat 1 in fooms, | 


In pours began to tumble ; 


W ſhe, diel tak Italian trums, 


Stuff, tilbt I canna wamble, 


To tulloch lat us ramble 
Wi vir this night. 


* 
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| Which gard her feet miſtak' the road 


1 Xxvr. 


An aper en MR 4 


His ſhoon wi' tackets weel were ſhod, 


Which made a fearfu' rallion; 2 S. 
On heartſome Kate he laid a ne | 
O' kiſſes maiſt'a million; 


An” o'er, baith hip an” hollion. 
343 She fell that night. 


xxl, 


J he fore he'd dance wi! ony Scot. 
"Tween Aberdeen an Fa kirk, 


Then throw che floor he gae a trot, 


Which ſhow'd he Was a blaw ſtirk ; 5 
His legs he twiſted in a knot, 5 
Till ſmack ane gae a ma' rk, © 


Then o'er he flypit like a fot, 


Which lay'd him up frae a* wark 
That rantin' Night, 


r 
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XXVm. 

A mim mou d maiden. jimp an' ſpare, 

Which ſome ca's ſawcey Nell, 5 
 Miſtook a fit for a her care, 
8 An' wi a haiches fell; = 
1 = My ſaul ſays Jock, e 'en Iye ye there, RT ER 
5 | Yere pride has got a knell. - 
4 Come billies liltit pair an pair, | 
. Pll dance wi” Jenny Belt: 5 

Like daft chis night, ; 


Wt 
mo y 


4 „ 1 XXIX. | 

Quo Tam MGill the Parſon's man, 

: Meg, ye maun dance wy me, 

8 I m nae the beſt, but as I can, Bo, 

Tu! lit it merrily; = 

1 Meg crook” d her mou', an gae a ban, 
ö IM Gae llt wi Meg Mie, = 

| 1 [OO uit, or I'll brak your harn-pan, 
= fient a hough Pl jie 


„„ 1 pages this night,” | 


OY 
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6 Fair fa“ ye Kett ye thin 1 it wel, 
Cry'd wanton Wil. the Millar, 
An' prais d her ſhape frae neck to heel, 
Till he wi' pride did ll ber; Fro. 
Tho! he wou'd ſeen her at the deil, 
Had it nae been her filler ; | 
But that gard a his ſenſes reel, 
Pr hen cuz he ecken till her 
. Phe dark that night 


XXII. 
The fumes & whiſk began to drive, 
IIk head was like a feather, . 
Troth lads, quo Jean, well hame belyre 
© For here I dread a teather ” 3 


Jock ſwore his head was like to rive, 
His wyme bent like a Þleather ; LE: 
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f Jenny Bell, wha cowd deſcrive ! 8 5 5 
Her face was bleach'd like leather . 
247 e e rann d chat night. 
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XXXII. 


The lawin's ca'd, ilk ane bangs out | 


A leg length oa purſe, 
Rob ſhaws a conſequential ſnout, 
An' bids the lads diſburſe; 


IIk laſs begins her back to lout, 


Her cotties a” to turſe, 


| Till garter height the neith*moſt clout; 


Is bang'd wi, awfu' force 
| To tramp that night. 


XXXII. 


Now ſee tht ſtoitin' ch for Es 
Hameward each ſocial pair, 

Till plump twa in a hole did row, 
A trick nae unco rare. 5 

Wy love ilk heart began to low, ED 0 
Awa in heaſt flew care, 


They kiſs'd and barter d many a vow, 


An' ended the Rood Fair 


wy glee that night. 
D 2 
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T | | HE Sun had juſt withdrawn his beams, 


IIk weary toiler to his bower N 


* 


CANARY BIRDS, 


£ 


* 


And feeble ſparks ſhot thro the ſaans 
Of yonder dark'ning ſky. 


The out-field labour was gi'en o'er, —_ 


5 


Por reſt did bameward hye. 


Cao 4 


Scarce time to light the blazing torch, 


I lay reclin'd within the porch, 
And fnuff'd the evening breeze, 


The lowing herd had home-ward trode, 
The feather d choir took their abode 
Aloft among the bees, 


All huſh around on every ide; 


I heard a ſound which ſinooth did glide, 


| With ſweet meand'ring, ben, 
When turning where I heard the voice, 
I ſaw its ſource, then did rejoice 1, 
It was my Cock and n 


Tho' in a gilded cage confin d, 


| Secure from want, the hen repin'd, 


And mourn'd their hapleſs lot. 


4 ahi ent roam in yonder ſky, 


She droop d her head: the cock's reply 
Came thro his warbling throat. 


Forbear to mourn my lovely bride, | 


« Thour'rt my exulting heart's ſole pride, 
| © Tho' freedom is deny'd. 


WD) 


As the lone partner of thy woe, 
5 1 T here engage to undergo 0 
1 4. Whate er may thee 1545 


Lt 
7 Tho? we 1 our maſter? 8 RE. 


cc 


And be by force no longer ſtay'd, 
But skim yon empty air; 
4 "OM on the dangers we might run, 
Tho ſent to ſoar from pole to ſun, 
Sweet freedom's bliſs to ſhare. 
How oft the birds of leſſer ſize, 
Tho free to kim in vonder skys, 
8 ſport on yonder heath, 
0 Their wanton flight's ſoon at an end, 
When Hawk or Glede does downward bend 
_ © To ſtop their final breath, 


4: ee ber how in days of old, 
« The ſubtle ſerpent was ſo bold, 
As broke thro laws divine. 
a, Who s wiles brought to that fatal Place, 
The firſt of all the human race, 12 
170 To forefeit that bleſs d clime. 
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Some dæmon may in ſubtile guiſe, 
* Thus ſerpent-like delude your eyes = 

With fruit ſweet to the taſte : 
Forbear my love, rebellion ſpurn, 


« Leſt you like them be made to mourn, 
. When out from Eden caſt. 


bo Here we have all the ſweets of life, 

: Free from all buſtle, plague and ſtrife, 
: Our maſter to us kind. 
Each day with ſeed our box he'll fill ; 
k And water from yon Purling rill, 

FE 8 We'll in our bottle find. | 


cc 
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” 


Why then ſhould we emen our fate, e 


F papers 
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40 


Or grieve at this impriſon d ſtate; 
_< "Tis black ingratitude, 

a Melodious notes I will 1 impart, | 

1 To ſooth thine, and my maſter's heart, | 

7 _ "OOO He ne'er will uſe us rude.” 


© Kind conſolation thou haſt given, : 355 
* 0 | K 


iS And from my heart all ſorrow driven,” 
The hen in rapture EE S 


9 3 


* 


* Whereer thou goeſt my heart is thine, 
Nor ſhall I &er again repine, 
Ros Yet liberty I prize.” | 


COCK 


How bleſs” a. are we, my charming fair, 
While here we reſt devoid of care, 

When onte compard with man! 
Look down with an attentive eye, 
And ſcan theſe looks, * or hear that ſigh, 
2 "And there thou ſeeſt but one. 


Perhaps Sy mourns a faithleſs fair, 5 
Who long had ſooth d his every care, 
But now, alas! unkind; 
Or ſingl'd one frae out the throng, 
Who difregards his genial ſong, _ 
And breakes his peace of mind, 


Or n mourns. a friend nngrazeful turn 
Whoſe heart ſtrings for his weel once burn'd, 
But now, alas! forgot; 


10 The Author firing i in a thoughtful — - 
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Or heaves a ſigh for one more dear, 
Who cruel death did from him tear 

fo On whom he us'd to doat. 

Or tranſitory joys he'll ſcan, 

That oft decoy the heart of man, 

” | Yet leave a ſting behind. 

Great numbers more, I might impart, 

| Of ills that haunt the human heart, 

And vainly rack the mind, 


Here let us join a mutual ſtrain, 

Till ſhrilling notes aſcending gain 
The vaulted azure sky. 

Our maker 8 praiſe Tu gladly ſing, 


My maſter's ears ſhall daily ring 
With, mortal man muſt die. 


Let mutual love our hearts engage, 

Fly jealouſy, from this our cage, 
Thou foe to ſocial joy. 

If we're with young bleſs d from above, 

Fair i images of thee my love, 


I'll watch that nought annoy. 


7 -3 
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„„ 
Enough reply d the faithful hen, 
* Were conſtancy as ſtrong 1 in men, 5 
How were the females bleſs'd ! 
C Thy ſong ſhall ever glad my ear, 
% With thee I'll reſt devoid of fear, 
©. Then mutually embrac d.“ 
The ſcene my heart did ſo engage, 
1 flew 1 in raptures to the cage, 
I0o0o join the happy pair. 
But oh, alas! my ſuit they ſpurn d, 
Quick to the other fide they turn'd, 
Their love I could not ſhare, 


Vain man I cryd, 

| Thy ſuit's deny d; 

— = Wond wiſhes oft miſcarry, 
For ſuch a mate, 


ö I'd change my ſtate 
And be a bleſs d canary. 


/ 


ROBERT BURNS. 


To the Reader. 


Yell nae doubt reader think it odd, 
That I chou leave my black abode, 
Or at fic tuff the Deil 5hou'd ſpurn, 
= yon addreſs frae Robert Burn; 
Tl tell you plainly as 'taoeen brithers, 


 Deils like a name as veel as ithers. 


- \ ELL, Bardie on me lay your tauntin, 


In conſcience blade ye are right wanton, 


Tent weel, or 85 l ſome hour come rantin' 


J | 0 To my black pit 5 | 
= - E 2 | 
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When wine or brandy ye re decantin 


In drunken fit. 


Dog, Cloots, ye ca me, eke auld Nick, | 
And Hornie, which my heart does prick, 


Art names fell rough ye dinna ſtick, 
Wer't nae my branks 
Tho' a Scots Bard, I d gar you lick 
My red het thanks, 


Bur billie when ye tak your pen, 


Write ye on laſſes, wives, or men; 


Tho you a lift the Muſe did len 


Scots rhyme to gr, 


In caſe ye e er come to my den 
et deils abee. 


Ance on a dreary winter night, 


Ye ſay frac me ye gat a fright, 


When: a raſh buſh ſtood i your ſight, 


In it a drake, 


| Enough to fear a cow rdly wight, 


Or Arunken rake, 
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Your granny's tales, ye ve nae doubt heath I 


Lang eer your chafts did brook a beard ; 

That I my head on caſtles rear'd 5 
1 Whoſe walls were broke, 

An wi an elritch tone aft ſneer d | 


To fright poor fou'k. ly 


Wi' modern gab ye're nae content, 
On bible tales ye maun comment, 
Ye ſay I biles and blotches ſent, 
On man of Uz; : 
An' gard his wife s tongue him torment 
Wi awfu buz. | 


Ve blame me fair for Adam's fa', 
An' ſay I near had ruin'd a,, 
Fool gowk, nae better I'll ye ca-, 
But witleſs chield ; 
Trac zeal, ilk ane for trade does ſhaw 
Bac does the deil. 


Gin. Hawkie ſhou'd her milk nt loſs, 
Wi eating poiſon d blades, or drols ; 
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Or ſhou'd her paunch for want, grow boſs, | 


Or lake o cheer, | 
A wicch, the guide-wife ſays, right croſs 
Or deil's been here. . 


Wi water kelpies, me ye taunt, 


On icy boards ye ſay they rant; 


An' Williy's wifp wi whirlin' cant 


Their blazes ca, 


| That 8 nought but vapours frae a ſtank, 


Yet fears ye Th 


Ye vain deluded mortals, hear 


Ae queſtion, an' nae mair III {peer ; ; 
D'ye think that Maſon's gab can rear 
Me at their pleaſure, 
Fool Gmpld gowk, ye gar me ſneer, 
| They ve nae fic treaſure. 


| If ony chield tir'd o his life, 


Shou'd end his days wi rope or knife, 
In ilka mou it wou' 'd be rife 
'In houſe or biet, 
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A dæmon ſure bred a the ſtrife, 
: Or me, the deil, 
: When northern ſough fills the lam head, 


An' awfu- wark it maks indeed, 
Auld granny rares wi ſcripture ſcreed 
Some Godly theme, 
Mang a the reſt 3 it 18 decreed | 
he deil's to blame. 


Ae « chield bangs up amang the reſt, 
Wha thought his head cou 'd ſtand the reſt, 
Furſt gae a glowr then did proteſt, 
The diel he ſaw, 
In the tree Hike he's yonder plac'd 


As black's a craw. 


Since I was toſs'd down yon lang ſtair, 
An' aften fince, I've ſuffer'd ſair; 
Wat can 1 help it? 
But now w1 your curſt rhyming ware 
I'm fairly skelpit 


| 


| Irs now ſome thouſand years, an mair 
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To brand my name in Scottiſh rhyme, 

Ye hae baith ſpent your ink an' time; 

| Any gard your ſtuff, pox tak” ye, chime 
At my expence; 


Tk db I do, ye mak a crime 
O deep offence. 


| Z Hence forward gin e' er bum or low 
[ + Of rhyming traſh come frae your pow, | 


338 Ls To hurt my name, I'll ſhaw ye how 
I ſerve ſic tricks 3 


Te d better toil hard at the plow, 
. Than feel my kicks. 


But rhyming chield be rul'd by me, 

An' let ye dale an dzmons be, 

Or faith in time, III let you ſee, 
(That I ſhou'd ban); 


In your a ain coin III pay your fee, 
Sae write on man. 
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But fare ye well ye Air-Shire Bard, 


What I have ſaid's but your reward, | 
Yet your laſt verſe has almoſt gar” _— 1 
My heart relent; 7 
Paſt deeds I fear wou'd me retard, 7 — 
I'll neer repent. = 
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YOUNG FRIEND, 


| F ar from the madding crowds ignoble Ariſe, 6 


: 6] F AREWELL dear amiable youth, 


RURAL HAPPINESS. 


a A 


ON HIS LEAVING THE COUNTRY. 


T heir ſober wishes never learn'd to flray ; 
Along the cool ſequeſter*d vail of life, 

They keep the noiſcleſs tenor of their way. 

HY | _ Grar. 
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God ſpeed your blind adventure, 
And fill your mind with love and truth, 
Wben foreign lands you enter. 
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Features a change may underga, 
Long abſence may deceive us, 
But of that true and heart felt glow, 
No time ſhall e'er bereave us. 


II. 


Where now theſe ſocial youthful hours, 
When care our breaſts ne'er enter'd ; 
While round we play'd theſe peaceful bowers, 
Where happineſs was center d? 
Alas! they're fled and we no more 
| Shall view theſe ſcenes of pleaſure, 
Fate wafts you to a diſtant ſhore, 
In ſearch of earthly treaſure. 


M0: - 


Ah! view dear youth each maze of life, 
Scan ilk denomination; . 


The great you'll find maiſt prone to fate, 
For ſure they've maiſt teraptation ; 
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Nor think that riches e er inſure 


A happy ſtate untainted. 


For ilka purſe we can procure, 


Another care's preſented. 


Iv. 


View yonder cot o'erlaid wi' thatch, 

No lordling there prefideth, 
You'll find by op'ning of its latch, 
There happineſs abideth ; 
Health roſy health, like May-day morn, 

On every cheek you'll find. 
But what does more this ſpot adorn, 
The virtues of each mind. = 


1 


V. 


The parent pair grow old apace, 
Link'd in each others arms, 


Now both enjoy a ſweet ſolace, 
Tho' baulk'd of youthful charms ; 
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Mindful that blooming beauty's glow . 
Sat mantled on each cheek ; 

It makes them vie, who moſt can n ſhow 
A mind ſerene and meek. 


* 3 


; | 1 
All day he trys wil | labour fair, 

'To pleaſe a maſter's eye, 5 85 
And makes his charge his only care, 
Altho' his Lord's not nigh. 55 
Wen pleas'd his mild employer views ; 

His vigilance, then orders 

To ' ford him ſap, a cow he'll chuſe 

"Ts pick around his borders, 
VII. 


* 


Night s ſweet approach cds him hame 


To taſte domeſtic pleaſure, . 
His long lov'd virtuous cleanly dame 
Steps out to meet her treaſure S 
The mutual glow ſtarts in each "OA 
Their loves anew are e plighted; 
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| He locks her in his fond embrace, | 


The wee things ſtand delighted. 
oy VIII. 
Phcebus his exit ſcarce had made, 
But feebly glanc'd around, 


The cottager wi hoe and ſpade, 


Prepares to till the ground; ; 
His wee kail yard employs his care, 
When day s hard labour” s o'er ; 


Perhaps an hour he has to ſpare, 
| Regardleſs of a ſhower. | 


The golden orb withdraws his aid, 
The young things trodlin' rin, 

I' announce th approach of their dear dadd, 
WY ſmiles he's welcom'd in. | 

The board contains baith bread and cheele, 
Clean haleſome ale, tho' ſma' ; 


Sic cheer ne er fails his heart 1 9 7 5 


And ſweet emotions draw. 
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1 
While round che fire the younglins creep, 
Content on every fide, 


Ane aſks his father wi a cheep, 


He on his knee may ride. 
Ane rins to bear the blinkin” light, 
Till hawkie fill her cogue, 


Ane trims the fire to blaze fu bright, 


Ane does the cradle ne Ts 
II. 


Maggie links on the porritch broo, 


An' lilts ſome cheery ſang, | 
While Johny cobbles up his ſhoe, 
Wi' tackets large and lang; 


When done he tunes his win' ſome reed, 


The wee things loup and prance, 


Each teets to ſee wha's takin head, 


To cheir braw untaught dance. 
| XII. 
The haleſome kh grace the board, 
Ilk wee thing has 1 its cogg1e, 
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The ap that hawkie does afford, 


Reams in a wooden loggie ; 


The happy pair rejoice to ſee. 


Their ſprouts around them plac'd, 


And pray that lang their board may be; 


Thus wi' their offspring grac'd. 


XIII. 


Nature ſupply'd, the loving pair 


Undreſs their little brood, 


Thankful for heav'ns peculiar care, 


In ſending them their food ; 


'The wee things lull'd in peaceful ſleep, 


The matchleſs pair begin 


To thank the God who does them keep, 


Or mourn a world ; in fin, 


XIV. 


=, 


Adam's degen'racy they mourn 


That fatal ſource of woe, 


How he at God's command did ſpurt 
And oft that genial glow, 


tas) 


They view their maker's matchleſs love, 


% 


Tho' man ungriteful turn'd, 
The promiſe great ſent from above, 
Who once on earth ſojourn d. 


XV. 
Then kneeling down i in fervent prayer, 
To God their wants make known, 


Thankful for that omniſcient care, 


He to their wants had ſhown. 
f Heartfelt untainted ſtrains they breathe, © 
3 Pure unaffected lays, * 
1 | That he their houſehold wou'd from Raich, 
1 Preſerve in after days. 
XVI. 
That when they ve run their earthly courſe, 
Freed from a world of care, 
Heaven, they inay find a ſweet reſource, | 
And all its bleſſings ſhare. | 
1 Then to their couch for reſt they creep, 
f 5 Pure virtue's there untainted, f 


* 
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No town-diſeaſe retards their ſleep, 
No melliſon's there vented. 


xvi. 
Ah! wou'd the jordlings tak” a N 
Of . below, 


* 


— them to this wee cottage creep, 
Where nature's ſelf does flow ; 

No cares corrode their peaceful breaſt, 
None's prodigal of time, | 

Each in his little ſtation' plac'd, 

Thinks negligence a crime. 


* * | 


„„ XVII. 
Then 1 neer dear youth at fortune frown, 
'Tho' ſhe forſake your bower, 
No gen'rous heart will cer Gon. 
A noble ſoul, tho' poor.” 
The humble peaſant ſure is bleſs'd | 
Compar d wi pompous ſtate, | 
His cares are few, if he's careſs'd 
By his lov'd humble mate, 


* 
as 
r J 
Wt 3 1 : ay WW 
4 1 Fe N n a" ** 8 x 2” dhe * 2 EY e * 2 * 1 
" "Re Ls ow rr Ir re en ee ex 2 RS $5 9-48" hy 


nnn 5 W 0 


% l | * 5 
7 51 * 
| 1 25 
But view his lordſhip's haughty dame, 
Puff'd up wr pride an'“ ſcorn, 1 
All night he counts debauch his theme, 
All day Wi care ſhe f tog. 
Mind then dear youth tis in the heart. 5 
To make ilk bitter ſweet, 3 | 
And pave for that more noble part, SE 
A compenſation meet. Te” 
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ON HIS LEAVING THE COUNTRY. 


| | On what Arrange grounds We build our bopes and 
fears, 6. 
Man s life is all a miſt, me; in the dark, 


Our fortunes meet us. Tn 


. Fxrw ELI thou Gent 9 of j joy, 
M,y native ſoil adieu; 

Tho I ſhould roam in diſtant SES, 
Mju heart ſhall reſt with you. 


Alas! I leave thy peaceful ſhade, i © 
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II. 


1 


Thou parent ſpot where oft Foe gray d, 
E'er fortune deign d to frown; 


To ſearch out cares unknown. : 


1 ME 
What are theſe golden glitt ring toys? 
What worth do they contain? 


That with them bleſs d, mankind ſhould. 


prize, 


_ Thoſe whom they'd elſe diſdain, | 2 18 
7. 
When fortune ſmil'd, I favour found ; 


But now the ſteps I tread, _ 
Are deem 'd by them unhallow d ground, 


Becauſe blind fortune s fled. 

. 
eſe northern blaſts ſhall waft 
ime unknown; : 


E'er long 
Me, to a 
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To ſeek what here I was deny'd, 
T hoꝰ ſeeds of wealth were ſown, 


VL 


Some may in pleaſure's lap ſeem bleſs'd, 


Where plenty gilds the ſcene, 
Yet oft theſe very joys we ſee, 
Turn out a deadly bane. 


1 VII. 

Prize what accords to ſooth your care, 
Health competence and peace, 
Tell then each jeering frown deſpiſe, 
I be falſe deceiving race, 


None can forſee what fate decrees j 
That gift is hid from all, 

In life a friend may prove your ſhield, 
Bur 1 in his death your fall. 


20 It was the death of a Rien 8 the e leave * 


native ſoil. 
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Man's thread is ſhort and apt to break, 
Why then on riches given; 
Its purſuits but corrode the heart, 
And wean the ſoul from heaven. 


. 


The outmoſt verge of human bliſs, 
No age could e' er diſplay, 

Alternately the woes of life, 1 
And pleaſures bend their way. 
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| PASTORAL BALLAD. 


. In IMITATION or SHE NST ONE. 


| Y E ſhepherds attend to my tale, 


And mourn, for Maria is gone, 


Each zephyr and ſoft blowing gale, 


In compaſſion give ear to my ſong; 


1 


; Here 2 ſhepherd, forlorn 1 mourn, 
ö 5 5 Depreſs d with the clouds of diſpair 
| In ſolitude, evry return 


Of each day but increaſes my care. 


| Why was it ordain'd I ſhould firay, 
On the ſoft moſſy banks of the Eſk ? 
Where lambkins do wantonly play, a 
And their dams 1 in the Sun-beams do baſk. 


IV. 
No more will I tend theſe few ſheep, 
My pipe and my crook I'll forſake, 
In wild dreams ſhe appears when I fleep, 
But ſhe's gone from my fight when I wake. 
If I view the ſweet ſcenes of our youth, 
When Innocence taught us to love, 
When a frown or a gentle reproof, 


As a check to fond paſſion did prove. | 
vi. 


How pleaſant the moments would glide ! 
When Maria as fair as the morn, | 
1 n 


From morning to night by my ſide, 
The banks of the Esk did adorn. 
Sweet garlands of flowers I oft wove, 
To deck my low d ſhepherdeſs hair, 
The bloom of the roſe from the grove, 
Soon vaniſh'd when plac'd near my fair. 
She talk'd and my heart did oerflow, | 
Each word ſo enchanted my ear, | ; 


* . 7 


; Her cheecks as the crimſon did glow, 


IP | Where artifice ne er had a ſhare. 
S ' 
Why lov'd I a maiden fo fair, 
So gentle ſo true and ſo kind? 1 | 
How could ſhe do leſs than endear, „ 
When poſleſs'd of each grace of the mind ? | 
: — 
Maria was bright as the day, | 
That peeps from yon clear op ning sk, KF. 
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I She'll ne er on theſe banks again ſtray; 5 | 1 
5 To view my flocks as they paſs by. Ee 4 I 
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| Je maidens, your paſtimes forbear, 

Viuͤꝗich willows adorning each bro, 8 
And drop on her grave a ſoft tear, 1 
; 135 Who was conſtant, was kind, and Was true; 
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| Fer grave with the Jeſſamine flower; 
| PU deck as an emblem of love; © 5 ] 
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| -— While mourning ſhall fill my lone bower 1 
| | |  Forlorn, as the plaints of the dove, 
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TO HEALTH. 
. WarrrTen during 2 FrT of SICKNESS: 
When raging fevers boil the blood, 
The handing lake ſoon floats into a flood : 


And every hoſtile humour, which er; 
5 quiet in its W bubbles 0 er. 


DRYDEN. 


O ! Thou, the nymph with chearful an 


ng eyes, 


Whom pleaſure s thoughtleſs ſons too oft del. | 


piſe; | 
Who canſt at once this ſhatter" d frame re- : 
leaſe, 


From the harſh tyranny of dion diſeaſe ! 
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Ah! do not imitate the ſelfiſh ran 


Who, when our fortune lours, glide ſwift a- 
long, 


Nor ſtrive the hours of ſorrow to beguile, 


But [fly from him once welcome with a 
ſmile. 


Depriv'd of thee ſweet health, ah ! what avail 
The hero's pride, the poet's love fick-tale ; 
By thee foreſaken, muſic's charms are vain ; 
Muſic can bring no anodyne to pain. 
Their hopes are blaſted who expect to find 
Thee, lovely maid, on down of eaſe reclin'd. 


The ruddy oftspring of the Hamlet tell, 


Beneath the thatch-clad roof, thou lov > wo 
duell, | 


In gentle dreams their chearful fancies play, 
Whilſt ſleep repairs- the labours of the day ; 3 
Unlike the victims to fell luxury s ſhrine; 
A languid race, who all the morn repine, 
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Then haſte, impatient to the feſtive board, 


There, liſtleſs loll, till by aebaneh * | 


pow rd; 


or Sorg d With dainties, home are ſenſeleſs 
led, 


And helpleſs, children-like are 28 to bed. 


To nature's aid ſleep for a while oft flies, 
But luxury's ſons ſleep loves to tantalize ; 


With dreadful dreams ſhe ſtrives to fire their 


brain, 


Alarm'd they ſtart, and fear to TE again, 


Till on their feeble powers once more ſhe ſteals, 


But ah! what pangs the luckleſs victim feels. 


Within the gloomy church- yard's narrow cell, 
Witch horrid loathſome forms ſeems doom d 


to dwell, 


Or long ſome narrow pafs he ſeems to creep, 
And views beneath the horrors of the deep, 


Where ſeas with ſeas, for victory contend, 
And daſhing gainſt the rocks, their waves 
aſcend, | 


© 63.) 


In vain for aid he calls, no aid is nigh,  _ 
The more he ſtrives the leſs his power to fly, 


Then PR d with thirſt he and, ; the Vis 


ſion's o'er, 
But real ills ſucceed to fancy's pow'r, 


: Till cordial draughts relie ve him from his 


pain, renner] wn 
Then haſtes to court diſeaſe and death again, 


Kind nature's bounties are not thus repaid 


By thoſe who graſp the plough or wield the 
ſpade. 


Theirs | is the firm Enit nerve, tho chearful | 


mind, 

Which makes them to their hob lot re- 
ſign'd; 

Keen appetite which ſeaſons ev'ry hel 

8 Beſtows that reliſh monarchs ſeldom feel. 


Come then FIPS health do thou my foot ſteps 
guide, 


To where the ſtream or bora flowing tide, 
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| The grateful ſoil with gentle moiſture laves, 
Not with proud oceans loud high curling 


Waves ; 


But where the level flower-enamell'd green, 


Spreading around a gay horizon's ſeen; 


To thy ſoft laws I'll chearfully reſign, . 


With grateful homage bending to thy ſhrine; 


oO D E. 


On Taz FouRTH or FUNE, 1789. 1 


N tears near a murm'ring caſcade, | 5 7 4 
Britannia her George did bewail, | 
His deeds at her feet on a parchment were laids On 
| _ while 3 as mournfully breath'd her ſad tale. Fa 


g To Jove her hard fate ſhe made known, . 
His virtues enroll'd ſhe careſs'd, 3 N 


The God heard her plaint, he lock d down 5 | 
from his throne, ” BR | 
And | gave orders her wrongs be redreſs 4 


| 
= .. * 
Hygiea accepted the charge, | L : 8 | 
To earth in an inſtant ſhe flew, 
* | 
1 
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Britannia 3 ſoon thy joys I'll enlarge, 
In preſenting him whole to your view. 


IV. 


Now Britons he lives, and he reigns, 
Aſcribe the great cauſe to high Jove, 
Who ſaw from above all . griefs and his 
Pains, „„ nay 
And reſtor'd him again to your love, 
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0 AN DER awv GOOSE. 


Truft not yourſelf; but your defects to know | 
Make ufe of every friend and every foe, "I 
Good nature and good ſenſe muſt ever join, 

To err is human to forgive divine. 
ee 8 PoPE. 


A Gander once frae out the flock, 
A helpmate choſe to raiſe a ſtock, 
Lang had he ſtrove with flatt ring art, 
To gain his lov'd his charmer's heart. 
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At length leſs coy ſhe grew, and own d 
His well try'd love had favour found. 
A mutual flame did lang ſubſiſt, 


Till they wi ſtore of young were bleſs d, 
His offspring he wi' joy careſs d, 


And to his breaſt their dam he preſs d 


Imploring, Jove his aid wou'd lend, 
To bleſs his brood and plenty ſend. 


In offspring ſoon ſo rich he grew, 
That children's children he cou'd view. 

While thus ſhe liv'd his darling pet, 
Her lachter's laid with which ſhe's ſet. 


But lucky wi' a hand right flee, 

O' duck eggs ſhot in twa or three, 
The Gooſe ſaw, and allow'd the fraud, 
For dread, the fient a dread ſhe had. 

swift flew the time in kind careſſing, 
Till birds the ſhells, began a preſſing, 


6:69 } 


The mothers {kill is all exerted, 

Out pops the head the ſhell's deſerted, | 
Wi' joy the father runs to ſee, 

The increaſe of his family, 

But ah! he ſtarts he ſtares an crys, 


„What Phantom ſtrikes my jealous eyes ! 


ze 
4 


Has ſhe wha in the bloom of youth, 
Preſerv'd her hoaour and her truth, 
When riper years has lent mair ſence, 
Been guilty of a foul offence d 
My heart with anguiſh ſo is toſs'd, 
To ſee you thus exulting boaſt, 
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6c 
* In training up your baſtard brood ; 
© But for this deed ſo black an rude, | 
I'll break at once the ties of nature, 

And plunge in death the willful traitor, 
With that he ſeized her by the throat, 
Then inſtant death became her lot. 


c 
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Now periſh ! was his dreadful cry; 


Who hve as thieves, like thieves ſhou'd die, 
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Auld lucky tented well the fray, 


An ran to ſnatch her gooſe away, 
Till ſhe ſhou'd prove the whole that paſs'd, 
But ah! her gooſe had breath'd her laſt, 


“ Vile wretch ſaid ſhe what cou'd you move, 
“ Thus to condemn before you prove? 


Let deep remorſe your portion be, 


* The eggs I ſtow'd, your mate was free. 


He heard her tale then ſtarts an crys, - 


Curs'd jealouſy did blind my eyes, 
The fact ſo glaring was to me, 


To doubt, no room their ſeem'd to be, 


This deed my wretched heart doth wound, 


But ah ! too late the truth I've found. 


Thus ſaid he call'd his offspring near, 
His laſt an dying words to hear, 
Alas ſaid he, view here your mother, 
Her like you'll neer find in another, 


See too thy Sire, with anguiſh hurld, 
In deep remorſe from this vain world, 


c 71 5 | 
And learn by this my fate to ſee, | 
The dire effects of jealouſy, 


Farewell all ſorrow, welcome death, 
He groaning yielded up his breath. 


M OR A L 


TOO oft vain man, is this your plan, 

- Eer reaſon proves the fact, 

T might ſooth your pain, wou'd you 
daleign, 

To think before you act, 


but 
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Whoſe friendly ſmiles dart down apace, 


With pleaſure view the fiery glare, 


MORNING SCENE 


N OW mounts aloft with airy flight, : 
And radiant beams, yon lamp of light, 


To gladden all the human race. 
They who oft ſhrink to meet their doom, 
Eas'd for a while from midnight gloom, 


Whoſe morning peep diſpels their care, 
With joy they cry, _ 
Lon opening ſky, 


( 
Diſplays a ſcene, how bright it is ! 
Each baleful fight, 

Is gone with night ; 
Each gloom diſpel'd, how light it is! 


' 


16 


The tim'rous ſtranger now may roam, 
Along the ſtreets tho? far from home; 
In peaceful ſteps ſecure from harm; 
Nor dread the dire aſlaſſin's arm; 
But hail wi Joy the ſmiling morn, 
And ſee the golden rays adorn 
| ik mountain top, whilſt op ning day 
Bids him no more his courſe . 
In ambling pace, 1 
A path he'll trace 
Whoſe lonely verge, no fright it is, 
| He'll for his guide, 
In heaven confide, 
And joy to ſee how light it is. 
7” + 0 
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be . ſtill on gain intent, 
To his lovd mammon having ſent 


The warm. effuſions of his mind, 


On his hard couch a while reclin'd, 

Wild ſtarting at each ſlight alarm, 

To guard his darling gold frac harm. 
. His head upon his bags he lays, 
Pp W Whilſt in ſhort dreams his fancy ſtrays; 'Þ; 
In ſleep hell foar, © 
| = Lo“ong India's ſhore; 
3 5 | | T 0 him a pleaſing fight 1 it is, 
. | - __ The viſion flies, 
1 | | He ſtarts, an' crys, 


I've loſt an-hour, how light it 1s! 


* 


5 IV. | 


The mind deprav'd, the ſceptic heart, 


Views nature and each noble art 


As chance, © why dam'me bucks you know, 


. 66 Religion, pſhaw, tis all a ſhow, 
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A blind man's waa a vain n deluſion, 

A Prieſt-craft-cant, wWi nought t'amuſe ane» 
We' T to the Inn, for cards an' drinking 
Are life, while Cits are praying, thinking.“ 
| Where from debauch, 

Of cut and catch, 


& 


To part the core a fight it is; 

But when they ſpy, 
The fun fo high, 

O dn the cards how light it is 


V. 
But view the youth whoſe ſteps are taught 
The heavenly path, whoſe heart is fraught 
wr joys the ſceptic ne'er can know, 
| (Whoſe grov'ling hopes are pomp and oY 
Views earth, and all its gay array, 


As the vain glories of a day, 
What heaven has ſent. he'll freely uſe 
Wi joy, but that he'll neer abuſe. _ 
The ſacred page, 


His thoughts engage, 


— — 
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Each goſpel truth how bright it is! 


Through life he'll glide, 
His God his guide, 
A virtuous heart how light it is! 


VI. 


When dim the eyes begin to wink, 
And nature's wheels through age to fink ; 
From Fate's rough path, ſcarce fit to ſteer, 


Infeebl'd by their long career; 
Worn out wr care, fatigue, and woe, 


The drooping Sage, ſerene an ſlow 


Bends on, ſtill ſpinning out his thread, 
Till heaven announce his time's decreed ; 
Fulfill d his charge, 
On death's laſt verge ; 
His hopeful ſoul how light it is, 
Then ask him why 
He'd wiſh to die, 
e To gain yon crown, for bright it is.“ 
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=; | ET Matrons round the ingle meet, 


An' join for whisk* their mous to weet, 
An' in a droll auld farran' leer, 
Baobut fairys crack; 
Wha us'd to rant fell keen an fleet, 
Round ſtook an ſtack. 
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Let rantin billys twig the ſtring, 


An for the tither mutchkin ring, 


| Till fumes o whisk ſome lilt will bring, 


To chear the heart; 


Enthuſiaſtics then will ſing, 
 Sangs rough an ſmart. 


Gie' me juſt paper, pen an- ink, | 
A wee bit fire, a candle's blink, 


Fu cheery o'er a drap ſma' drink, 


The night IIl ſpend ; 
If "Of d wi Apollo s wink, 
2 rite my friend. 


Tak chis then, as the Muſe direct ; 


Be't tightly ty d, or be'r complex, 
The churliſh hizzy aft does vex, ” 
An croſs me ſair; 


An' like that dear, but changefu' ſex, 


| Breeds melkie care. 


The Acts 5 "OP. may I fay * 
For fauſe they ve prov'd, they weel can play it. 


* 


* he n mother Eve Ig lay 3 it 
: | Eber ſcarce created, 

| And wi' her ſaft engaging gait 3 

' Made mortals hated. | 


Vet 83 lad. teet coun and ſee, 
There's o them ſweet, as ſweet can be ; 
A tender heart, a blinkin e {es 
. And ſhape fu 12 — 
Gars life ae o'er replete wi' glee, 
In ſtations waste. 


A blinkin fire, a an x kindly, Gnile, 
Frae her wha can the hours beguile, 
wr 50 enough to ſair the while, 


We re ſtation'd here, 
Will gar life's days ſcud rank and file, | 


In keen career. | 


How bleſs ai 18 he chat to lis mind, 
Has got a wifie calm and wed, © 
That to his wiſh will hape or winds. | 


Soothing each care. 
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The ſweet conubial tye ſhell bind, 
| WI e fair. 


What maks fic 3 in mony « a nook, 
What gars in wrath ſic faces crook, 
Some but to weighty purſes look, 


Nor mind each feature, 
Tho' ſhes ſet down 1 in nature's book, | 


— 


A hatefu creature. 


What 0 18 wd if love bg ſcant, 
Ane may indeed of riches vaunt, | 
Yet in the heart, how great's the want ; 
i And then her din, 
May gar him aft wi ithers rant, 
. * ſin. 


But ah! when twa young hearts agree, 
Love darting pure frae , 
Tis there the j Joy of joys can be, 


oy - Hame ſeenis a heaven; 
Shou d features fade, friendſhip you'll ſee, 
| Maks a * even. 
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Some love tha grape, ſome food are dee, 
Some on the Devils books, are reading, j 
While ſometheir neighbqurs names are ſereed· 


ing, 


* : 
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In hatefu claſſes, 


For me, juſt ſet my eyes a feeding 
On bonny laſſes. 


But love, a r —_ 
Some love the poſe, ſome love the dreſs, F 
But firſt the heart and ſyne the face, | . 
f Shou'd us elate, 
Tho' afe the latter proves a glaſs, 
O' . deceit. 


— 


But lad when ye ſet out to woo, 

And by your beard ' tis time 1 trow, 

1 1 well for gin ye hap to rue, | 
What can be worſe ? 
There nought but twa can you reſcue, 
Death, and divorce. 


Ne'er price a weundlel, wanton elf, 
That nought but pricks and prins herſelf, 


8 Tir but to grace a cupboard ſkelf, 


Gin ſhe but bring a wee bit tocher, 


q 


Wha's like a cally drawn on delf, 
Or china ware, 


And fient haed mair. 


And calſhie fortune deign to ſnocher, 
Juſt bid her work, but na, fient hough her, 
a Fer head it dizzies, 

She'll tell you wark was made for rougher 
And abler hizzies. 


Or wra conſequential grace, 
| She'll tell you plainly to your face, 
*Tis nought to her whate'er your caſe, 
She plenty brought. | 
Preſerve me heaven frae ſic a race, | 
Curs' d TT, thought. 


Wyle ye a Aue ſteeve and Gen, - 
Wi' kindly heart and ſhapely ſhank, | 
_ Tho! fortune to her's prov'd a blank, 


> clap cozie till her. 


( 


Gae hand in hand, ye'll brag high ran 
Dr heaps o“ ſiller. 


May ye ſhun ilk alluring net, 


An', heaven- directed, meet your fate, 


A lively, lovely, thrifty pet, 


Een forc d to prize her; 


Nor dree ſae fauſe a firſt out ſet, 


As the adviſer. 
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AULD BLUE COAT. 
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8 ENI hw ye ho an grace the houſe, 
| Tho? cob-webs on you ſtand, | 
True blue, a colour grave an' dene 
May ſuit the haly band. | 
Firſt when the Billie, ſnap-the-louſe, 
| Got you into his hand, 
The lown nae doubt did brak' the truce, 
An' clip'd the eight command 

Fu' deep chat night. 


C # 


II. 

Een be it ſae, what need me care, 

My back ye fitted brawly, 
Sure a' your clippins I cou'd ſpare, 
Why on the Taylor rally. | 
But oh! dear cottie ye cou' d tell, 

As ye hing on che naily, 
How many Ills on me befel, 

When ye did hap my taily 

| Ygo r rantin ni icht. 


III. 
Wi' you I've been at kirk an- Talr, 
An' aft I've taſh'd ye fairly, © 
As lang's your threadies' were nae bare, 
Ye craving kept out rarely; 5 
But when your skin, for want o hair 
Did ſhaw itſel' ſae barely, | 
I nae doubt thought it was but fair, „ 
Io gar the taylor carlie 


Turn ye ae dicht. 


BYE 
IV. 

Ye then for him was a bans: mure, , 

He cou'd nae get a parein', 
For had he try'd, the Bade was ſare, 

The fact wou'd been owre glarin'. 

For ſeam to ſeam he then boot ſew, 

He nae doubt cou d put mair in, 


But he remembered when new, | 


He got a hearty ſhare i in 
Your web that night, 


V. 

When ye cam back right braw was ye, 
Of you I then was vogie, : 
The neighbour chields ay hang on me, 
Till I ſhou'd pay a coggie; | 


Then lip an' cap join'd heartily, 
Tho' ye was but a roguie, 

Le paſgd for new in ilka ce, 

Sac weel I fill'd the coggie 


That heartſome night, 


5 


Ilk taylor loun I'd ſet a drift, 


To rifle me o warl's gear, 


N 


VI. | 


Ance mair ye made a alan ſhift, 
To haud out cauld an' crav in', 


But now a days claith's loſt chat gift, 


The wivers ſure are ravin'. 


O' thread they are ſae ſparin; 


Yet claith an' ſeams o' you bode dig, 


An will prevent the rarein', 
O poinding night. 


VII. 


Sae thieves an' robbers I'Il ne er care, 


Tho' ye join in a knot 
That's traſh I value not. 

But when ye rant ye ay tak mair, 
Than what is yours by ee; - 
Sae tak the poſe, to me but ſpare 
My credit an my coat 
That thieving night. 
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PASTORAL BALLAD, 
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1 Alo tom arbour was laid, 
Young Damon the pride of the dale; 

While careleſly wrap'd in his plaid, 

His ſighs fill'd each neighbouring vale. 
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| Ah ! faithleſs baked 3 maid, 
; How oft have you lull d me to ſleep; : 
And turn'd my {mall charge when they ſtray d, 


Yet left me to murmur and weep ! 
III. 


Can he who now reigns in your heart, * 
More ſweet, ſoothing pleaſures beſtow ? 


T 


* 


Or has he a ſoul to impart | 
More love than I laviſh'd on you ? 


| . 

What though he can boaſt of more gold, 
| And drive larger teams to the field ; 
Muſt the heart of my Phoebe be fold ? 

M uſt affection to avarice yield * 


N 


But ah! tis in vain to complain, 


Or mourn at the fate s hard decree * 
+ M 
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The ads only hear my ſad ſtrain, 
The winds are more gentle than ſhe. 


* 
* 
4 5 
. 
VI. 


Ambition ſi ure taught her to ſtray, 


ie res 


And lonely thus leave me to mourn ; 1; 
The hours that ſoft glided away, 


Are gone and ſhall never return. 


=} My flocks in ſome lonely retreat, 

E- | 5 | Still bleating unheaded ſhall ſtray, 
| E + With willows I'll deck me a ſeat, 
| | And lit to the Philomel's lay. 


VIII. 
Till v worn out wich grief and diſpair, 
I'll forget every youthful fond ſcene, _ 


And all that my heart has held dear, 
Shall ſeem as it never had been. 


. 
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ON TAKING UP A 


DYING BIN 


Aras poor warbler, 700; No more ſhall 


x oam 


In empty air, your wanton flights are e ſtay dz 


From man's relentleſs hand yougot your doom, 
While careleſs through the nn vou 


ſtray' d. 

Your little fluttering heart ſhall ceaſe to beat; 
- Theſe agonizing pangs! that rack your breaſt 
Shall ſoon | give o'er, and then your laſt retreat 


Shall N an eternity of reſt. 
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G 


How bleſs'd ſxcet bird! your deſtiny 18 known 


No future doubts corrode your bleeding 
heart, | 


Down to your mother earth you U ſoon be 
thrown, 


With kindred clay you 11 wag: no more to 
part. 8 

How bleſs d your ſtate, when mortals fare We 
view! 


On earth, impending ills on all await ; 
When call'd to take our awful laſt adieu, 
We ſhrink with horror, doubtful of our fate. 


m. 


Farewell faint warbler, now your languid eye 
Tho dim, beſpeaks ſerenity of mind, 
Ah! ! could I learn like you, reſign d to die, 


Nor mourn a fleeting world chat s left be- 
hind. | 
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No ſordid friend e'er vilely ſought your 1 1 
8 No after race ſhall curſe your peaceful ſhade, 
Here, in my hand, ſpin out your ſhortening 

breath, 


Your panting breaſt diſtains all human 
aid, 


th 
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M- ſonſie friend, my ſtaff, my care, 
For thee T'll daily urge a prayer, 

Lang 27 thou hae a wymefu'” rare 
O' Guineas clean; 
That nei'bour-like at kirk or fair, 

I may be ſeen, 


Sin I the uſe o pouches knew, 
I've haen thee toom, and haen thee fu, 
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But ah when lank tis ſtaunchly true, 
(Tho' hard to bide it) 


By teet· bo friends, an nae a few, 
e rough been guidit 


Shou d 1 gie thy kyte a heeze, 
Wr legacy or lawful fees, 
Like ſhowers o hail, or ſwarms o bees, 


They d round me thrang ; 


Your ſervant fr then ſtrive wi' lees 

My head to pang. 

I ie you joy fays Mr. Dr onner , 
Ah gin I'd kend your merit ſooner, 


T d paid my court, upon my honour, 


| Wi' joy to thee ; 
Gab, that an honeſt heart wou'd ſconner, 
| Aff loof he d gie. 


He d ſcrape, he a bow, an ſtroke his chin, 


In flatt ring falſchood's path hed rin, 
= In me a friend yell always fin 
” * Sincere an frank, 


3 
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ee My houſe ye'll welcome find therein, | 
My purſe thy bank.” 


Fer . di at thy wyme had reetit, 
Fu' weel kend he, nae help was needit, 
His friendly hand, guid faith, I dreed i hel 


I ſcorn to lee, ; 
The fient a hair o me he'd headit, 


An' but for oe 


Shou'd ſome fick dwam turn oer thy heart, 
By dire miſchance o fortune s dart, 
Til wi' thy heart's-blood thou boot part, 
Like torrent's rumble, 
Friendſhip from me I dare aſſert, 
In ſtreams wou'd tumble. 


ee then he'd ſtare wi' ſour grimace, ; 

Put on a conſequential face, | 

Syne flyre like ſome out-landiſh race, 
At wretched me! 

Nae mair my ſteps he'd ſlylie trace, 


wr friendly ce. 


= rd wafted be down poortih's ſtream, 


Showd ſome braw pleaſant fertile ſpot, 


On it a canty coꝛie cot, 
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But ah! gin ance I had thee fu', 


An ſtoutly pang d as round's a clue; 
| Nac * tho ye were like to ſpue 


Wi' gowden ore; 
For friends! hey troth I'd ſeek but few, 
An them but poor. 


For what is friendſhip, var a name, 


Says the gaſh Bard,“ weel kend by fame, 
Shou'd fortune, fairly kick the beam, 


An curſe my lot, 


An' quite Forgot, 


While on this earth, fa to my lot, 


Wi' but an' ben; ; 
A ribs on which I'd fondly doat, 


An' ca my ain. 
® Dr. Goldſmith. 
1 
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What e the "ROME 0 „fe, 
Is firſt a chaſte and loving wife, 
A ſworn foe to feud an ftrife, 

| Nae willfu' bender: 
A mind to ſooth, o love fu rife, 
An heart fu' tender. 


Wow a 888 for me eſt lay by, - 
A ſcore o merks to ſtop my cry; 
An- ne'er let that wee hoard rin . 
| Id ſeek nae mair, 
That wil a bleſſin, Td defy 
Baith croſs an' care. 


I neer kend what 'tis to be rich, 
Fortune has prov'd ſac croſs a b—h ; 
Thou pouch, thou'ſt ſure ay haen the ich 


Or ſome fell ſcare; 
Thy kyte has clung like ony ditch, 
= Wi purging fair. 


But what ws TR or that to ſeek; 
88 in blind fortune's glaſs to ak, 


0 


She'd ſend ſure wi' the tither eek, 
8 The tither care; 
Sae fortune tirr me ſteek by ſteek, 
N 5 An hair by hair. 


Till Li cuite; kasan crazie ſnout, 
On me has got thy malice out, 
Yet in my breaſt thou need nae doubt, 
There till ſhall be 
A monitor, wi' ” manly ſhout | 
Diſdaining thee. . 


For rich, or poor, or coarſe, or fine, 
High heez d by fame, or laid ſupine: : 
Or travel! d far ayont the line, 5 
b In pleaſure gluttit; ; 
Death will e at laſt the wizen twine, 
An ſyne he Il cut it. 
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DESPONDENCY. 


He makes his heart a prey i to black de Mair, 


He eats not, drinks not, ſleeps not, has no e 
Of any thing but thought ; ; or if be talks, 


? 'Tis to binſelf, x and then "tis ; perfef raving. 
Dur D EN. 


A Youth o er caſt with 8 dear, 
5 Taught by miſchance to „„ 
Stept forth to taſte the vernal air, „ 
When nature went to ſleep. 


1. 


penis and ſad his ſtep he bent, 
Along the verdant plain, 


. 
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To where yon aged ti tree 83 lent, 
Its ſhelter. 0. f the Wan, 8 I 


%, II. 
And chis 1 he e aid with faulb ting voice 15 
“ Fate long has proy d ſevere, 
* Has heaven of me alone made choice, 
* Severeſt woes to bear? 
nas Iv, 5 
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What are the deeds my hands have 2 | is 
What has my heart conceiv'd, 


That theſe misfortunes W rant none: e? 
80 great, yet n not X behey d. 
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Love, W 8 r ve : long addreſs'd, 
Yet all have prov'd unkind, 

The figh that rends my rankling breaſt, | 
Is felt but by the wind. | 
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Pl court no more with anxious care, 
What heaven ſeems to deny, 


But earch for bros lone arbour, where 
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And may ſome gentle ſpirit, mov'd 

With pity, long cer day, . 

To ſhew, the deed he has approv'd, 
Entomb my lifeleſs clay. 
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Who life beſtows, the ſoul. can a fave, 
And ſtreig ht e er more ſaid he, | 

An aged man of aſpect grave, 
* from behind the t tree. 


IX. 


Stop gentle youth reply d the ſage, 


N. 
e x EA * * 
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(163 Y 
Let not the farrow'd brow of age, 
Thy friendſhip afk in vain.. 
Lone have I trode life's thorny path, 


Where nought but forrows be, 
_ Heaven's all the hope a poor man hath, 
But chat 8 enough to me. 
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Forbear u my NE to tempt thy God, 
Thy fate but equals mine, 

"Tis heav' n's to uſe th' afflicting rod, 
And mortal's to reſign. 
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: Sour ferlie fair, an' doubt the fact, 
That &er the Brute creation ſpak, e 
But view the Prophets dire diſaſter, . 
5 An' hear an aſs reprove his maſter. . 
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Wi' gloamin light a Farmer's Cat, 
Ance on a night demurely ſat 
Behind a ſtack within the yard, 


Waſhing her face, her lugs, an' beard; 
When frae the houſe wi' haſty bang, 


An' droopin lugs, a Collie ſprang. 


- Hey Ranger, rays the purring dame, 
What gars you thus abandon hame ? 
Hae ye yon bowl o cream but taſted, 


For which I was ſo lately beaſted ? 


Or ſinn d ye wi yon greetin' cheeſe, 


Frae which the tears profuſely weeze ? 
Sure goody s taunts I ne'er will bear, 
But to yon landwart town III ſteer; 
An' wr ſome matron fix my ſtay, 


| That will my deeds in peace repay. *. 


The Collie ſhook his dawdry weed, 


Said. he, my fault was ſma indeed; 


Wi' brimſtone fury Goody flew, 


An trac the rooſt a rung ſhe drew, 
LEY 9 
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Which kiſe'd my rumple wr a yerk, 

For barkin' at the pariſh Clerk. 

Sin' you an I hae neighbours been, 

Hey me what ups an” downs we ve ſeen! 

Tho aft put ſakeleſs i the wrong, 

Dependents ay man haud their tongue 3 

Nor does our blinded maſter ſee, 

The trocks between the Clerk an” ſhe. = | 
Tho' on his brow ſpring up apace, | 

Twa knaps the emblems o diſgrace, 

Of deeper root, and harder ſtill, 

Than thoſe nurs'd up by whiſky gill. 

Oh! ! gin he had my ſhape an' ſize, 

To lurk unſeen in that diſguiſe; | 

He'd ſee ſuch fights, wou' d gar him j jump, 

And 2 claw yon birkie's rump. 


Weel Ranger as we'er here our Jane, 
We e'en may ſpeak unhear'd or ſeen ; 


Ci 


Troth lad we ve livd in better times, 


Tho ſometimes I may catterwaul, 
An' you wi' Fence your heart 1 N p 
As marriages were ne er deſign'd, 
*Mong animals of brutal kind; LT 
I deem it therefore nae tranſgreſſion, | 
To ſerve our day an generation; 
But ſhe, wha ſhould ſer guid example, 
For thanis, on laws divine to trample ! 


Beſides the erimes os crimſon dye, 
Tho' now conceald frae mortal eye; 
But ah! the day comes on apace, 

"Twill ſummon all the human race, 
Where every deed ſhall be made bare, 
An ſure they twa will baith be there. 


"RANGER, 


Hey how, my rumple ſair does wart, 


But the affront een racks my heart; 
O 2 


When folk thought ſhame at fic hke crimes "hs 


g (108 ) 
| | eie think that I ſhou'd beaten be, 

| b - VV the houſe een forc'd to flee; 
Bb ES Thus baith bereft o blood an beauty, 


{ EE. For the bare doing of my duty; 
| | | Curſe on the ſex, their filly ſtrain, 
Has provd a bane to dogs an' men. 


The diſobedience of their mither, 
They've handed down to ane anither ; 
Where curs'd ambition made her pric 
bs | Sweets of the knowledge-giving tree; 
1 : Her daughter ſince in ſtately piles, 
0 Hath raigd aloft the ſerpent's wales. 
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| They vainly fay © *all eyes are line, 
6 In pleaſures lap our hearts we'll glut, 
« On yourhfu' joys, our ſouls are bent, 
Well firſt enjoy and then repent. BE 


CA T. 


Stay lad, all not join this faction, 
No rule there is without exception; 
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Tho Goody wreſt the laws of nature, 
An' ſpurn the rules of her creator; 


Vet ſome there are to virtue prone, 

Tho! perfect hearts are found in none. 
The dire effects of vice an' folly, 

Will plunge her deep in melancholy, 

If ance reflection touch the mind ; 


Tho' now to virtue's charms fhe's blind. 


Ae day laſt week, I mind it weel, 


She happd by chance to ſtreek the wheel; . 


But eer the rock ſhe weel had ſpread, 
In came the Bleacher wi' a web 


O holland, clear as driven ſnaw, 


Which gard the rock be laid awa'; 

He gat his due, ſyne aff did ſcour, 
| The web was ſpread upon the floor; 
Nane ſaw ſhe thought, I lay an purr'd, 


Nor frae the nook ſae much as ſturr'd, 
She frac a skelf an elvant drew, | 
And ſwore the deil ſhou'd get his due, 


34, 0% $ 
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Three times its length twill be the fark, 


* Laſt night I promis'd to the Clerk.” 
hp went the ſheers, then in a wink, 
The fang was ſtow'd behind a bink; 
At eve' the tryſt was kend to baith, 
The Clerk ſtep d in an paid the ſkaith. 


When bs an” ate the earth had filbd, 


Our ſimmer meldar nieſt was mid. 
To ſee a ſnug our lordly dame 


| Gaed to the mill, I did the ſame, | 425 
Wi' capes, the mill ſhe gard them ring, 
Which i' the nook became a bing; 


Then Goody wi her tentie paw, 


Did capes an” ſeeds the gether ca'; 


A pockfu' nieſt was fatten'd weel, 
Falf ſeeds, an' capes, the other meal. 
Syne huddle muddle o'er the bent, 


| To fill the Clerk's ſeed kiſt it went. 
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When cogs are kim d, an- cirn u ſtreekit, 
The yellow drops faſt in are ſteekit; 


Plump gaes the ſtaff, Meg views wi' pleaſure, 

The bocking, thick' ning, yellow treaſure; 

She gies her clouk a bightſom bow. 
Up fly the knots of yellow hue. 


Baith cheeks are fab, while o'er her chin, 
The ſhining over-plus doth rin. 


Bely ve wr haſte comes Goody ben, 


She views the ſtaff, Meg drives again; 
A few ſtrokes mair congeal the maſs, 
They view its fize, then verdicts paſs. 


But &er ſhe weigh'd the ſinfu' wark, 
A roll is made to pleaſe the Clerk, 


The reſt wi' Iooves fu? braid are yerkit, 
ln ſcrimpit pounds, to ſuit the market. 


{ 212 
Eo nai cts 


What need we name The ſhamefu' deed, 

Or think a woman's wyles to read ; 
On what they” re bent, be't right or wrong, ; 
They re ſure to hit wi hands or tongue; 

Wi ſaint like faces, tales they 11 tell, 

' Twou' d ding the very Deil himſel; 
An' hes a chield cad right auld farran, 
"EL peeps thro' ilk human heart I'ſe warran. | 
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Tho he's as gleg as ſcriptures ſtile him, 
It's ten to ane but they'll beguile him; 
For poultry, cheeſe, eggs, claith an cakes, 

In leſs or mair, ſhe daily Takes 


To hap his back, an' line his wyme, 
Nor think's ſhe borders on a crime. 


Our horn'd maſter (waes me for him) 
Believes that ſly boots does adore him, 
She likes him juſt as weel I'll ſwear, 

As 1 do < our gray hawkit mare; 
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Or wr a rope they d ſtop our breath; 


1 30 


Wha laſt year i the go o ſimmer, 


Broke my fore leg, hard hearted limmer. 


| Here comes our maſter, Puſs luck ſpeed you, 
Lang may ſome Carlin daut an' feed you; 


But hark, on Sunday afternoon, 


When a' our folk gae frae the town, 
Well meet behind yon corn ſtack, 


An there unſeen get out our crack; 


A year or twa, and Death will free us, 


The only comfort ought can gi'e us; 


Yet ſhou'd ſome calſhie tig be ta'en, 


We'll nae get leave to die our lane; 


They'd baſely ſhoot us on yon heath, 


Regarding thus a truſty ſervant, 
Such 18 the fate of vaſſals fervent. 
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JACK any SUE; 


FORTUNATE SAILOR. 
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IVE: 
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| Sufan, Fo ofeph's only Daughter. 


The PERSON 8. 


Squire Ironha'. 
Joſeph, A Farmer and Tenant to the Squire. 


Jack, A Sailor brought up by Fo * 
Thimble, AT, aylor. 


Arthur and 
Davie, | 


Fa 
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WOMEN. 


Maron, Joſeph's Sifter. 


Ketty, A Country Girl. 


SCENE, 4 Farmer's Cottage and Fields, ſome 


few miles from Montroſe. 


Firſt ACT Begins at Five in the Awake: 
Second ACT Begins at Nine in the Morning. 


Third AC ＋ Begins about One 0 Clock. 
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CT. 
$SCENE-T. 


wy Cottage i in a how between 
Twa verdant hills o'er-clad wi” green, 
A rill o' water clear and clean 
| Rins purling by, : ; 
An' at the door, raking his e'en, Se | 
Ye'll Joſeph ſpy. 


A heartſome, cozie, country chield, 
Nae raw young loon, nor {tiff wi' eld , 
But ha' flins has life's pirnie reel'd, 8 


An' ſomething mair; 


Ha'f clad he ſits before his bield, 
1 e The morning fair, 


Jos zen. 


An' nature *gins to ſmile a round about ; 
Juſt heaven be prais'd I think in fourteen days, 
If on our fields the ſun pour forth his rays, - 
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| The bay crop will be in, and a' thing mug 


As a blue ribban at a bonnet-lug. 
Fu' ſweet it ſmells, quick round my heart it 
 _ plays 
And for my hreakfaſt a 7 found-ſtane _ 
How pleaſant tis to view theſe verdant fields, 
And ſcan the bleſſings nature kindly yields! 
This 0k r ne'er ſeen by City ſpark, 
Nor does he hear wi joy the tow'ring lark, 


Who with her ſong ſo cheers each rural ſwain, 


Till woodlands ſweetly echo back the ſtrain. 
Marion get up, for now the ſun's ſo high, 
Tis time to ſtreek the cogues an' milk the kye. 


Enter T HI MB L. E. 
[Good morning Thimble, ye're right early 


I trow ye re gain to tak your morninghout. 
Tbimb. To tak a turn an gre my legs a rax, 


TI through the land until the clock ſtrike 4 : 


Syne fa' to wark, wi needle ſpeed and ſew, 
Either to clout the auld, or mak' the new. 


of. 1 with a bus'neſs was on a' beſtow'd, 
A trade, tho' ſma is worth a lump 0 'gow'd; 


«<9 ) 


Since thats this 40 wil mine e LI be content, 
And plow the fields, to pay the laird his rent. 
| Be ſeated lad, your uncos let me hear, 


For troth, tis ſeldom yere ſae ſoon a ſteer ; 


'The neibours tell me, ye © trade are thrang, 


Yell mak a fortune Thimble, &er't be lang, 


Thimb. Right weel, 1 canna ſay ought elſe oY 
„ 


But a' my care is nae on riches laid; 


: Some ither things hang heavy on my bn 
But the ſad cauſe Im ſorry to impart. 


Jol. Sure, Thimble, you and I hae nel 'bours 
been, 


Five towmonts good, and ſomething mair 1 
ween. 


In me ye've always "EE a friend fincere, 


And now to tell your tale, ye need nae fear; 


Speak man, your mind, and eaſe that heavy 


heart. 


To pine in ſecretis a finfu? part; 


But we re ay eas d o' grief, if need ſhowd W 


To tell a friend, ſae caſt your cares on me. 
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| I. AIR. My Minnie's ay glowriw ver mes 
To friendly council agree then, : 
And truft your ſecret with me then; 


You'll find in a crack ; your grief it will flack ; 
And from all me clancholy, you free then, 


Thimb. Fair fa your coaxin heart, for com- 
fort now, 
Wichin my tortur'd breaſt begins gw 
Wou'd ye but tend your Gn and a my 
cauſe, 
I doubt nae yet, but I might ons the paws 
Of that deſtroyer, (Death's great friend) deſpair, 
A fiend that tears my ſaul baith late an: ar, 
72 % Tell me your tale, ye then get 35 ad- 
. 
Speak, why ſo ſtrange, or ſcrupulouſly nice? 
Thimb. 1 wiſh, but ab! I ow; my tale to 
tell, | 
And yet, this dumb Memory i is war FOR hell: 
Laſt week the laird ſent o'er a coat to turn, 
Ae ſlee ve I ſpoilt, and loot the tither burn; 
A waiſtcoat, wi' my ſheers I clipt in twa, 
Sac abſent was my mind and far awa. 
The ſtreen when ſewing, like a doited coof, 


I dang the needle, e'e deep i in my loot. 
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My mind ſae wanders at hab er I be, 
Gaes heels o'er gowdie, when the cauſe I ſee; 
And nane but Sue I blame, wha caſts her head 
Whene'er I ſpeak ; alas! ſhe'll be my dead, 
Unleſs ye cuddem and adviſe the laſs, 

Wha has to me a heart as hard as braſs ; 

Yet gin ye d gi'e conſent, and back my plea, 
Wha kens e'er lang but ſhe might turn to me? 
The ſtrongeſt wind that &er blue frae the lift, 
Tho mixt wi' hail, wi? rain, or youden drift; 
Brings ay a calm at laſt, ſae t might wi Sue, 
If guid advice Four daughter get frae you. 

I hae at hame, o printed velvet nice, 
A waiſtcoat fine, and o' nae little price, .., 
Tis lang, fin' it I firſt laid by for thee, 1 = 1 
Intending a ſma' preſent it ſhou'd be; : „ 
A Sunday waiſtcoat, fitting for the ſpring, „ = 
Nieſt time I come this way, it oer Il bring, 

Jo 80 Thimble, tis my Sue, that's ta en 
your heart, 

I'n to my daughter act a parent's part; 
But there's a lad, I trow that's at the ſea, 155 
That in her books is farer ben than thee. 

Tho' ſhe was coy, you ſhou'd ay been cheering, 
Idoubtyou veloſt yourbroſeforwanto Ncering), | 
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Ker up your heart ne'er tak na for a flight, 
Ye kenna whare a bleſling yet may light; 
To cheer your heart I'll chant to you a lilt, 
Sac ye may for a wee but liſten til't. 


II. AI R Auld Sir Symon the King. 


Push boldly and win the dear maid, 
Perhaps in the end hell agree, 
5 The laſs that's oer eaſy be-laid, 
5 | Shou'd ne er be the partner for me. 
. Dear Thimble, refining forſake, - 
Tool canty and gie her the mou; 
In all her wee foibles partake, 
And look as a lover shou'd do. 


II. 


7 | Sure women for men Were defign'd, 

1 1 | It laſs a wife wishes to be; 

= 2 T hen each for a Bab is inclin'd, 

To dandle the tote on her knee. 
Take courage, be chearful, and gay, | 

Mpile theres hope, ne'er abandon the field, 
Ne'er mind what a Laſſie will ſoy _ 
But ſtorm till she vanquish'd does yield. 
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Thimb. Cou' d L fic happineſs as that attain, 


' fra fave my head, my heart a warld o pain; 


Alas ! I fear my fate right hard will be, 
Een doom d to envy all the world and thee. 


[Exit Thimble. 


Le, of. Poor Thimble, Us een hard to Hoot. | 
 nae doubt, 


: 


But Suſan ſure ne'er to 88 love hy loot: ; 


The lad to me ſeem'd dumpiſhly inclig'd, | 
And I through pity, ſpak againſt my mind ; 


The bearer of ill news I neer will be, 
And Thimble ne er r ſhall break his heart by me. 


FCC 
Prolague to the Scene. 5 


A field 0? ha cut down, yell ſee 
Fair Suſan wi' her rake, 
Doubting her love's hard fate at ſea, 
And mourning for his ſake. 
While Kett her grief ſtrives to aſſwage, 
With hopes of Jack's returning; 
And Maron in a ſtif*d rage, 


To denne her heart, Is burning. 
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SUSAN. 
III. AIR. Banks of Yarrow. 
The folar beams which glad the heart, 
And nature ſet a ſpringing ; 5 
No more can cheering hopes impart, 
Or charm the birds to ſinging. 
All ſeem to share, the woes I bear; 
| The lark and chatt ring ſparrow ; 
Since every breeze, that fans the trees, 
| My heaving breaft doth harrow, 


I. 


To India's pollen hore be went, 
In hopes of ſoon returning ; ; 
But ab ! -hell homeward ne er be fant, 

To ohange to jay my mourning ; 


Some foaming wave has prov 'd the grave, | 


Of my long abſent Marrow ; 
Theſe once dear plains, while life remains, 
My heaving breaſt shall barrow. 


( m5 ) 


Enter K E T T T. 


Kei. Fie : Suſan, neer to fic firange choughts 

give vent, 

Your Jack, by ſome kind breeze val 3 be 
ſent; 

Kan up your heart, fee how ſerene the air, 

It ſeems to fay © a things will yet gae fair. 

8 Tis time to mourn When we ve e elſe 

33 

Wha bods a thing o'er ſoon, ſhou'd and it true 


Sf. When I look back and mind our hap- | 


pier days, 
Our early fancies, and our childiſh las s 
How manfully he wou'd my rights aſſert, 


Wr willing zeal, e er love had touch'd his heart. 


How aft our 1 infant-tales he wou'd relate, 
Each little frolick, and its early date; 
It makes me lonely mourn the fates decree, 


And curſe the gold, that forc'd my Jack to ſea. 


Ket. Forgi'e me Sue, : now I ſpeak ww 


. mind, 
When Jack to you fin lang ſeem? d true 1 
_ kind, 
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And 'mang our nei'bours, this was a' the crack. 
Gin they're nae wed moe , ml. loſe a 
plack ; | 
What gard you let the lad gang o'er the ſen f 
Whenhe might ſtill ha e ſtay*'dat hame wi ' thee. 
Sue. Deed Kett, I dinna wonder ye ſhou'd 
ſpeir, = „„ 
Lang was I to my lad's departure ſweer ; 
But wi fic bonny words, my heart he bent; 
That I at laſt was forcd to gi'e conſent. 
* Dear Sue, quoth he, I think it is a ſhame, 
& That I ſhou'd hang on idling here at hame; 
When ither lads, nae better than myſelf, 
Are gaining honour, and are getting pelf; 
* I'll aff to ſea, and ſhou'd it be my lot, 
“To bring hame ſomething chat may boil 
the poty< - - 
« And ſtock a farm, where frae a' ſorrow free, 
TI mw ſpend our 12 05 in merriment and 


| * glee; 
When that I ſaw my lad was fac inclin d, 
I did the beſt I cou'd to cheer my mind 
To mak him a things cozie, tight, and neat 
1 ſpair d nae pains, but work d baith air and 
late. 


ES 


White as a lilly were the trews he wore, 

His jacket o' the woo' my hands had ſhore : 

And ſure nae lad was trigger than my Johnny, 

My heart was proud to ſee him look ſae bonny; 

But ah! waes me, Il ne er forget the day, 

That he was forc'd at laſt awa to gae; 

1 cou' dna ſpeak, I cou'd do nought but greet, 

And he cou'd only ſay © again we'll meet.” 
Ket. Good troth ye gab like ony printed 
| book, 

But trulins fou k afore they leap thou! d look, 

I dinna like the idle wild romances, 


That fill our lads heads wi fic foohſh fancies, 


When they come hame Wi' broken arms or 
| . 1 
They Il crack o a bigger than oof 
| eggs; 
How Indian Queens forſooth, at ilka ear, 
Wear lumps o gowd as big's a honey pear. 
And rattle aff ſic tales, when round the fire, 
That doth our lads wi wonder all inſpire. 
Weel may they ſtretch their tales to ony ſize, 
And blind for want o {kill our ladies eyes; 
For nane can check che daft like tales they tell, 
Bur book leard folk, or wha's been chere 
themſel'. 


e 


% % ) 


Theyl crack of gow d that's gatherd aff the 5 


green, 
But troth I fear few gowden trees are ſeen : 
Or they wov'd ſtrive to cut a branch or twa, 
That age might lole in eaſe when youth's awa', 
Wha life can cheriſh on a blanket brad, 
Shou'd ne er through wanton freaks a cannas 
ſpread; | 


| Yet ſome wha nought but poortich Ts er . 55 


claim, | 
For wealth hae croſs'd the ſou and rich come 
hame ; 


Your fears diſpel, er lang I hop yowll ſee 


Your Jack, wi' a the ſweets O life to thee. 
Sue. Dear Kett, I'll hope the beſt and truſt 
to fate; 
In wiſh his ſafety, and wi patience wait, 


Kind heaven will waft A o'er the briny 
tide, 
And place him by his wiſhfu' Suſars fide. 


11 


The mind which lang has found the pang, 
Of torturing deſpair ; 

At one foft gleam, glides down the hn, 
Ty mw its fomnards theres 
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Till recollection's direful fling 
Again the heart annoys, 
The ſoothing ſound the one did bring, 
The other oft deflroys. 


EKet. But Suſan laſs, I hard ſome news this 
R | 
As by the cottage I — through the corn, 
Nane ſaw me there, ſae down I lay for fun, 
To hear a tale that newly was begun, 
Ye was the ſubject o' their mornin chat, 
As cozily on the green ſunk they ſat. 


Si. Wha was't gin may ſpeer, wr clam- 
"rous tongue, 

That out a malice-flag ſae n Kang 

Ket. Malice, the fient a word o that was there, 
Yet for negle& poor Thimble bland ye fair, 
He to your father tauld a mournful tale, 
In hopes he wr his daughter wou d prevail 
To ſhew mair kindneſs, or a lift o grief, 
Wou'd ſend bim ſoon to {eek in death relief. 

Suſ. He may my father court baith air and 
: 1 

And fir a month wi m on x this divert ſeat, 

E'er he frae me ſhou'd get ae kindly glance. 
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Sae gin he will een let him tak a dance, 


In a hemp gravat, on yon lonely tree, 


For Thimble neer {hall be a Jo to me. 


He ſerapes and bows and for my welfare 
N | 


Then wr a ſheepiſh look draws out his weer, | 


Syne paires his nails, and aft he'll let them fa“, 


And gie a grane, bur fient a word ava; 
' Unleſs, ah Suſan ! lang Ive figh'd for you, 


But filly gouk ne'er ſeeks to prie my mou”, 


The lad that wants to win a laſs's heart, 


Shou'd cock hislugs and bauldly play his part; 
Or ſoon. he'll find his ſuit will fruitleſs prove, 


Fool ou: to think that . vou d gain 


ane's love, 


Jack's gor my heart; and when he gains the 


land, 


For better and for war he lg 320 my hs. 


Wha gets the lad ſhe loves, tho' gear's nae rife, 
May paſs a calm a lov'd and happy life, 


V. AI R, To it's ain tune. 


O thou who rules a 7 5 ing morn, 


And . at ſetting da Ys 
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Reſtore the youth that's from me torn, 
And all my cares allay, 
Then troubled waves he'll plow nae mair, 

But in my arms replac d, | 
He all my ſongs of love ſball share, 
And foth my randy brogft 


Enter M A R 0 N. 


Mar. Hoy laſſes verre right early at your 
_- ſang; 
On merriment ye're nae to faſt oer la 


Ane by your early lilting might divine, 
That ye're nae fly'd your brakfaſt ye will tyne 
Gae ſtreek the rake, or to the houſe and ſpin, 


Wha eats a brakfaſt ; ſhou'd a brakfaſt win, 
A ſpendthrift laſs proves ay a glaiket wife, 
And that maks duddie weans and mickle 


ſtrife. 
Ket. Well jeſted Maron "bout a e 


wife, 


4 trew your thrift has; gard 1 change your 5 


life; 


Had ye for thrift to love been condeſcending, 


In ſome chield's nook your days ye'd now 


been ſpending. - 
R 2 


CO Oh * = 
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VI. AI R. 


When laſſes are ſprightly and young, 
' How cheerfu' their moments do glide, 
Love's all that can flow from their tongue, 
And Cupid their cares can decide. 
M y heel and my reel in the bink, 
May git till both rotten they prove, 
For while I am able to think, 
| PI ging of my favourite Love. - 
| T3 - ii. e 


Suf. Ye re carly out this mornin aunt, I 
rrew, 

The graſs I fear will wet your coats wi' dew, 

Yee ablins come to chide me on the green, 

For the daft bargin that I made the ſtreen, 


The chapman urg'd me fair and ca'd it good, 


And to the bargin gae me a braw ſnood, 


He wou'd nae ſtay, and I'the print thought 


nice, 
Had ye been there I'd ta'en your beſt advice, 


Mar. Daft laſſie, Gowns ! r ve gotten better 
news, | 
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Which mangagd well may * our  pirns 


clews, 


"Twill gar for ought I ken the country ring, 


And ane nae far awa wi joy to ſing, 


Ane wha's ta'en aft frae boughton ewes the 


milk, 


Per lang, in coach will ride 3 roll ; in ſilk, 
What's well begun half ended ſeems to be, 


The mornin's fair, nae clouds I with to ſee, 


Suſan your rake throw by, nor mirth deſtroy : 
I'm young again, and maiſt coud die for joy, 


VII. AIR, The Lowland Lads think they 


are fine. 


No more ſhall we in country toil, | 
Or boughting ewes find recreation, 
 Tranſpþlanted to a richer ſoil, 
Well leave each ſervile occupation, 
| Blow, blow thou gentle proſperous gale, 
Blow all the ſeeds of envy under, | 
Till Hymen happineſs entail, 
Then let the ſwains on EIK all wonder, 


75 * e REES POR 
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Daft like it looks I'm glad that Kett's awa, 


C 1434 ) 


890 Hey aun! That's news indeed, I needs 
_ muſt ſay, 
And might a ſubject furniſh for a . 


Ihe ſtreen I doubt 995 ve Pat and 1 


re ad, 


And dream d it o'er again when in your hed. 


Thinking yourſel ſweet Meg, and Pattie kind, 

Maks till the dear idea haunt your mind. 

Look around about, yell ſee ye re farther 
north, 


: By forty miles and twa, this nde the forth ; 


The merligoes are yet before your e 'en, 
And paint to you me fight * ve ſeen cue 


ſtreen; 


For this ſhe'd ſurely tauld our neighbours a'. 
VIII. "A 1K, To the foregoing Air. 


The MY that tends our thoughts by FA * 

I, painted forth in gentle ſlumber, 

Which will the wandring ſoul betray, 
And all its faculties incumber; 


A 
* 
Po 
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And we endowd with 0 


(1 135 75 
But when the 6 are ; reflor d, 


The airy vifions are explor d, 


Then reaſon rules each er refleion : 


' Mar. Sneer on dear Suſan, laugh al ing 
your fill, 
Till fiſh come dancing out yon <a rill, 
Or lads cheer'd wi' your notes frae aff the dale 
In wanton gamboles friſk to liſt your tale; 
Tak back your taunts nor cut before the 


point, 


Yell find I naething ſoak * twas out o joint, 


Tve Pat and Roger read and ſae hae Ye, 

And we in part fic tales again may ſee. 5 
Suf. We'll aunt my taunts were raſh, but 

gin ye like, | 


I'll hear your tale upon yon funny FER 


Frae it well fee around that nane may hear, 
For 'bout this time our lads are a' a ſteer, 
Mar. The ſtreen juſt as the ſun ſer r the 
welt; 


Which warn'd baith man and beaſt frae wil 


to reſt, 


0 


All nature ſilent ſeem'd, the evening fair; 
| Down by the pond I ſtray'd to take the air, 
The laird frae out the hill wi' dog and gun, 
Came o'er: the knowe I try d his ſteps to ſhun, 
Yet e'er I twa rigg breadth got o'er the lee, 
He at my heels cry'd Maron ſtop a wee 
Fu tyr'd he ſeem'd 5 Dack wi me wou'd | 
gang, | 
Syne hame we ſrourd. fu? * cheery and fu 
| thrang, 
v kindly heart he aft your welfare ſpier'd, 
And ſclentine ways his courſe he aften ſteer'd; | 


At length he ſaid will ye gae tak” a turn, 
Down by the mill where rins yon wimplin' 


burn, 


L hae a tale to tell, and here I ſwear, 


„To walk a mile wi' me ye need nae fear, 
« I wou'd be loath to think or do ye wrang, 
Na troth quo I kind Sir, then aff did gang. 
Maron ſaid he I've lately fallen in love, 
But nought my charming angel's heart can 
move, 

She flies me as a hare wou d do a bound, 

Or as a Stag the huntſman's echoing ſound, 


Gee cy, ee 


News tell far better o'er r the cap and ſpoon. = 3 1 


(990. 


Kind Sir ſaid I the lady 8 ablins young, 
And has nae yet juſt got the gift o' tongue, 


Our ſex are ſhy, and wi your leave they * 


think, 


Wha yeilds o'er ſoon fu aft gets the begink. 


He leuch, ſyne tauld me Suſan was his 
flame, 


And fair his cheeks Buſh: d at the pleaſing | 


name, 


Bade me his helper be, and bear his tale, 


And a his hopes o happineſs reveal; 


Here comes your father I'll to him relate 
This high ad vancement pointed out by fate. 


Enter J OS E p A 


55 What laſſes! at Fug crack and left the 
hay, 


The lads will thriftleſs v view you aff che lays | 
0 ms ance again, ſyne crack when ye hae 


done, 


Mar, Well ſaid, a guns: Name 18 8 7 
won, 


5 
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And ſome” s ca· d ſwift wha 1 ne'er a race has 
run; 
Foul names are nae a joke, but leſs we > care, 
When conſcience tells us, hy ſhou' d then be 
n 
In time ye've juſt ſtep'd Eaſt, he ſtop a wee, 
And hear the cracks a tween our child and 
me. 
The Squire loves Suſan, I'm made Willie 
Jack, 


Juſt _— her mY a to e back, 


SUSAN to her FATHER. 


Eer Jack (ye hw fu well) EY to the . 
Ye gae conſent he ſhou'd my huſband be, 
| Gowd was his purſuit gowd the lad wall 
gain ; 
And pleasd I'll be when lady o my ain, 
Riches conſiſteth not in warlds gear, | 
Nor happier they, who ſilken mantles wear; 
They're only bleſs'd wha're WI their lot con- 
= | tent, 
And rich, wha're pleas' a wi' what kind hea- 
ven has ſent, | 


i 
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| 1 mair happy wi my blythſome tar, 
; Than wr a' the Squires | tween me and Shire 


| o Mar, 
Werel to ſlight the lad for „ but greed. 
Nature and nature's god wou'd blame the deed. 


I; A 1 *. Gramachree Molly. 
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| 6 My heart was ne'er for Gilhoad fram'd, 
Mi Squires teaſe me no more: 
J envy not the rich nor fam d, 
For all their hoarded fore, 
In it no happineſs Þd find, 
Ti all an empty show, 
Gold ſerves but to corrupt the mind, . 
From it no pleaſures flow. 


II. 
From morn till night I'd card and ſpin, 5 1 A 


And sing when I had done, 
All . deeds Pd count a gin, 
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But j joy how 8 Fe 4 Won, 
if health remain d we'd ner be Poor, 
Nong bi should our peace remove, 
Heaven would on us its bounties shower, 


And bleſs ſuch conltant love. 


Mar. Was eder ſic nonſenſe heard, fic ally 
ſeen, | 
M ang fooliſh giglet laſſes on the green, 
What heart cou'd bear the ſhock to 8 a 
Squire; 

And think o ane wha's life is nought but care 

Fie Suſan, fie, tak this, that heaven has ſent, 

_ Or pinning ye'll thro life the deed _ 


x! A 1b. Zake of Gold 


Think on the Sailor” s diſmal fate, 
4 | When toſs'd upon tbe flormy ſea ; 

El 2 What ſorrows on his ſoul await, 
| 3 . EL When death feems not far off to be. 

Y „ The raging waves no pity WAL 
| The finking bark no aid can ſave, | 
—_— Another roll then she's below,  _ \ 
1 Aud he laid in a wat'ry grave. 


n. 


Should he eſcape that dreadful death, 
No ſooner in his port hell land, 
Then ſtraight on shore, as ſure's ye vue breath, 
A wench he'll have in ilka hand; 
Then Suſan dear be rul'd by me, 
Nor ſlight the words ] here let fe, 
Think no more on falſe Fack at ſea, 
But place your veart on Tones 


Fof. This tale confonnds me : Maron, but 15 


fear, 


The Squire's in jeſt, what, did he ſeem fin- | 


cere ? 
Mar. So ſerious when he «oak that I cou'd | 


_ ſee, 
Thro' hope a tear to ſtartle 3 in his e'e ; 


I'll brake the reel, the wheel, the pot, the 
Pan, 
If oer you find him prove a faithleſs man. 


J. That's ſtrange indeed but yet fic things 
have been 
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As lairds to marry laſſes aff the green, 


But jack's the ſon of a dear friend deceas'd, 

Who's manly virtues ne er can be defac'd, 

Honour and gratitude bind me to be 

The firſt to join them, when he comes from 
ſea, | - 


| Mar. Snuff pens: to market ſend ye hon- 
our, there 


1 fear its portion will be ſcantand bare, 


Set it and poortith on a clean ſpread board, 

The comfort will be ſma, they Il there afford; 

Think how we'd be careſs d by auld and 
ung, 

And made the ſubject o ilk cs tongue, 

When ſhe'd a lady be in ſattins dreſs d, 

N ac mair wi countleſs cares to be oppreſs d. 
7 * The match I own is . beyond com- 

pare, | 
Sic markets, faith, are found but unco rare, 


But huſh here Thimble comes wr Slerſame 


ſpeed, 


And 1 ſome news can in bis viſage TR 


. 


nn 


Enter THIMB LE 


'7 him. Good mornin” neighbours a, fair Sue 
good morn, 
I fear I've treſpaſs d coming thro' the corn, 


In haſte through that greenfield I this way 


| ran, 
Back to the Squire's to win as faſt's I can, 


Frae yont the loan his ſervant cry'd me back, | 
The meaſure of a hunting coat to tak; 


And wow fic daft like duds o antic 8 
As he ſhew'd me, juſt fit to buſk an ape; 


: High was the coat neck ſtiff wi e 


made, 


The collar purple wi' a 3 inde : 
The buttons juſt like wee ſae ſma the 


back, 


They on the hench ſae clo; heel el click 


clack ; 
The tails ſae frighted like fur out behing, 
Like a ſhips ſtern flag, to catch the wind, 


Frae head to foot, fu' braw and trigg was he, 


Green breeks and trappans ty'd at ilka knee, 


8 


Wy ſilken hoſe, and ribbands in his ſhoon; 
He look'd like a new fiddle, juſt in tune, 


But yet his looks ſae rakiſh ſeem'd to me, 


 Thro' à a heart deprav'd I plain coud ſee. 
Our borrouſtown-bred gentry now a days, 
Mind nought but maſquerading, _ and 


plays, 


Or oer the bowel in killing deep 1 
At cards or dice loſe a, then ſtake their 


N watches, | 
Swear like Dragoons, ind brag wi helliſh ton 
gue, 


How many maidens innocent ad young, 
They wi their wyles t have turn'd frae virtue 8 


road, 


And We at all the precepts of their God. 
Theſe and ſic like ſae wean the heart frae 


grace, 


Till time imprints its nk in che face. 


Mar. Stop Thimble, ; all are not ſae baſe in- 
bind, 
No rule without exception Gans: you of and, 
And ſome there are tho' born of high degree, 


The moral fn On better Keep than we, 


* 
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To judge by outward ſhow is baſe and pert, 
He only ought to judge who knows the heart · 


XI. AIR. My Friend and Pitcher. 


Stay foolich youth, your prattling tongue, 

To judge requires great circumſpection, 
The outward show doth ill accord 
Mitb what may prove the heart's detection. 
W, ho knows the heart can beſt decide, 

What failings tent frail human nature, 
How baſe is he who dares pretend, 

To judge another by each feature ! 


Thim. The haughty youth bred up at court, 
Can ne'er partake of ruſtic beauty, 
The heart inur'd to folly's pat, 
Will neer again think on its Wen | 
Till habit paint in every look, 

The Rake, whoſe morals are corrupted,” 
The heart deprav'd we then can eg 
In ever feature, clear conſtructed. 


Eau, 
End of Y Firp ACT. 


©. 3 


* * 
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SCENE I. 


Prologue to the Scene. 


FAQ. 


A public houſe, four tars appear, 
All bleſs'd with ſweet content, 
A cup of Ale their ſpirits cheer, ' 
From Neptune freed, no dangers near, 
On love and mirth they re bent. 


—_—_  - . A R. Come come Jolly Boys 
| | | Jack. 


Hail, hail Britainid's long lov d iſle, 


| y) long lyſt clifts, thy creeks and bays, 


g \ 1 Whoſe peaceft ul shade makes thouſands fini 7 „ 


. i 
POR AE OE ARE rents agg 
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The Sailor*s florm-toſs'd ſpirits raiſe, 

The Sailor's florm-toſs'd ſpirits raiſe. 
Fearleſs of Neptune s ſurging foam, 
When Cupid guides the rudder home, 
Erxulting in the hope that he, 
Shall brave the dangers of the ſea, 


II. 


What tho' the wavering hand of fate, 
For me no plaudits could create; 
Tho' fortune ſhurn d each fond advance, 
And all my hopes flrove to enhance, 
And all my hopes ſtrove to enhance. 
"Mong fortune's wreck undaunted, I 
To her who rules my heart willfly, 
 Noglitt ring gold, I dare afſert, 
Or abject flate can change her heart. 


III. 


be | was she, when F loud did roll, 

That free from fear did fleer my foul = 

When compaſs'd by a areadfull florm, 5 | 55 
1 e 
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She vigour Died thro) all m 27 form, 
She vigour ſpread thro all m Form. 
Ye genile powers haſte guide my Way, 
To where my Sue doth lonely ray, 
On her ſoft boſom ſafe reclin'd, 
ill lik all care from out my mind. | 
Exeunt with three Huxza v. 


SCENE u. 


Prologue to the Scene. 


N well beſide a birken buſh, 
A buſh oꝰer ſpread wi ' buds N 
Tent well a laſs of beauty fluſh, 
I! bere finding out her duds. 
Wha means to try her ſweat-heart's love. 
But ventures o'er the ſcore, 
He ſcorns her pride, ſhe runs to prove, 
* I'was Jeſt and bing more. 


* 


Þ 1 bonny blink will bleach my mutches 
clean, 
To glance into his e'en ho I os dear ; 
When tightly plet and brawly iron'd out, 


0 Pe” 


They'll gar kita look again 1 hae nae doubr, 


And frae my heart I like to pleaſe his ee, 


For well I ken the love he bears to m6, Os 
The ſtreen we met behind yon hillock green, 
O' love he ſpak which ſparkl'd in his een, 
And fair fair did he plead for my conſent, 
Which haflins maiſt did gar my heart relent, 


; 
; 1 
- 


But yet I've kept the grip his love to try, 


Till through his fecret thoughts a wee I'll pry. | 


Xl. AIR. Bideye get 


When I and my Aurther together do meet, 
Hie cherishes me with his kiſſes ſo ſuveet, 
To bin my fond heart he forever is bent, | 
But love's little priz'd when too ſoon We conſents 
if sby will prove totry his love, | 
Tho conſtant as the turt edove. 
When him Pve fully prov'd ſincere, 
Tli blush conſent to Aurther dear. 


Enter AURTHE R. 


Aur. Good mornin” Kerry; j bad ye Hog frac 
care, | 


141 * 
5 


A 


I ſind you're aye as cheary as you're fair, 

I heard you liting and came o'er the knowe, 

Your ſtrains ne'er fail to ſet my heart in low. 
Ket. So well I find can Aurther play his 


Part, 


That ane wou'd true his words came frac the 


heart, 
To ilka laſs ye meet ſweet tales yell tell, 
But laugh into your ſleeve when by yourſel, 


Or brag amang your neighbours at the plow, 


How many laſſes hearts are lodg'd wi' you. 
Aur. And can my Ketty harbour Bic 2 
thought, | 
That a my care for her is turn'd to cbt? ? 
Ket. Wi' ſleeket words well pepper d vp Wi 
ſpice, 


Wi' clean gravat and a ching ſpruce and n nice, 
Je do contrive to catch a laſs's e e, 


But when ye've a' thing got that ſhe can gie”, 
She's left poor hiſſy to your ſcorn and pride, 


| Wha on a day ance thought to be your bride. 


There Rob the miller wi an unco phraſe, 
Came Oer to Jean and featly did her praiſe, 
Till his ain deviliſh ends he brought about, 


© a8 } 


Then pale ſhe grew like a well waſhen clout'; 


Now ilka lad does taunt her wi her havence, 


And crys, would I hae Rob the miller's leav- 


ings ? 


Yet ſhou'd it happen that we're made a wife, 
The honey moon's ſcarce done till quarrels rife 


: Begin; for then the devil's to pay 1 true, 

When hame the huſband comes juſt roarin- 
| . . 5 

Nor can ſhe pleaſe him in his barlic mood, 


He cocks his hand and gi's his wife a thud, l 


Sae Aurther ſeek anither for your wife, 
Ill ne- er wed ane to lead ſae poor a life, 
Aur. Leere brawly read I true 0 bame oer 
ſtrife, 
Ane ſure wou'd think yed been fac lang a 
wife; 
The ſcrimpit mind ne er real ene fand, 
As folk forbodes fu aft it comes to hand, 
If that's your tale my laſs, I'll bid good day, 
I find to court wi you 's nae bairns play. 


5 3 Exit. Aurther. . 


Kei. Oh! waes my heart; farewell, what 
hae! done = 


et RC * 
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Did e'er I think he'd tak his leave ſo ſoon? . 
I ſpak to try his love, but now I fear, 
In this my tryal I've been Oer ſevere. 
What did I fay ? my heart begins to firicher ; : 
Curs' d be the words which bad him ſeek a- 
her, nen 
Wi' diſappointment mad he eben may gang, 
And woo a nither laſs e' er it be lang; 
Then here I'm lefr, what ms not r ſhaw 
| 1 eme, 
1 Nov ither lads ation” Jaſs will e ca” me; 
. PU after Aurther, tell him a was jeſt, . TIA 
: ; : Till in. his heart again I am replac eG. 
EY. Miſe heads have lang been kend toc urb * 
ay „„ | 
Had I that maxim kept I'd ne'er been 1 1 | 
Vet if fair ſpeeches will, I'll win his heart, ; 
A * wiles will battle e | 


XIV. A IR. 2 We Married an A. 


YC; mal who in os wich to pun, 
: Come tab an example by me. 
Ver ſlight a kind lad in your fun, 
N | | Or hell fly from your fight like a bee. 


hy 
L * 2 «; — * 
* ” * 0 7 _ Y as 2 7 ws * 5 3 


0 


Had I io my Aurther but clung, 
Like the Lempits to rocks in the :ſea, 1 
I never had this way been lung, = 
Nor fore'd after my lad now to flee. | 
PS Exil. 


SCENE I. 


ee to the Scene. 


Deck' d up in gay array, 
The Squire appears in view, 
And as he bends hisway, 


Contrives to ruin Sue. 


DSQUIR E. 
Loh — Hey ho—— 


This country girl ſo chaſte tis all a how; : 


Thus far however, in her auld aunt's cen, 


A lover true, Im look'd upon I ween. 


The fool auld wife N believes * tak 
T 


And Lady Jronba ſhe thinks Il ak her, 


Oh avarice ! thou'rt virtue's common foe, 

A bane to youth, to age a deadly blow; 

But what of virtue! conſcience be thou lull'd, 
wy „ -. | 


3 a. a nu th RK 
. 
* = 
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Till from the ſtem that lovely roſe is pull'd. 


Then Suſan conſcious of her ſituation, 
May ſuit the bent of my hot inchnation ; 
Her cred'lous aunt with gold I will allure, 


While vague pretenſions ſhall the laſs ſecure. 


All bars I'll brave, nor dree a dint of ſhame, 
Nought now a days can ſpoil a gentle name. 
Vit now ſtep o'er the way Joſeph to ſee, 


And tentily Ill watch the laſs's ee, 
Tf aunty has in my behalf come ſpeed, 


Her ſucceſs I'll ſoon in her viſage read. 


| : If not, fair words and clappin yet may do. 


To force into my arms the lovely Sue. 
„ AI BR 


The lad at ſchool oft lays a ſnare, 
The thoughtleſs bird to catch, 
So I' with all my utmoſt care, 
This fair one's motions watch. 
Aer aunt with gold J will allure, 
To Sue ſeweet tales Il tell, 
Untill her heart 1 do inſure, 
Then catch the prize myſel. 
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Prologue to the Scene. 


Hard by an aged tree, 
Twa lovers fondly ſtray, 
Love darts frae Ketty's ce, 
M.-ore blyth than op'ning day, 
All by ganes are forgot and gone, : 
And Aurther views her as his own, - 


AURTHBR, 


\ VII ELL Ketty as you've tald me a' your 
beat? 
Meſs John ſhall crown our joys, nae mair well 
. 
Were I the laird o' a' theſe fields you ge, 
My Ketty, lady o' them a' ſhou'd be; 
But we'll een be content wr daily bread, 
Nae mair nor cotters we hae been decreed ; 
Sure, happineſs is nae to wealth confin'd, 
Bur lodges in the calm contented mind. 
I'm ay content though a day at the plow, 
TIED | i 


(1356) 


If when my taſk is done I meet wi' you; 
Sae gie's anither ſmack, I've mony taen, 
An' ſure my Ketty winna ſtand for ane. 


XVI. AIR, Corn Rigs are Bonny, 


My Kelty is a lovely laſs, 
The feveeteſt maid in nature, 
RR. She all our country does ſurpaſs, 
So comely ts each feature. 
Were I a laird of high degree, 
My Ketty should be lady; 
A fig for wealth I would nae gic, 
So lang's her love is fleady. 


I. 


Then let me fold you in my arms, 
And gaze upon your beauty, 

d flair forever on your charms, 

And think't my higheſt duty. 

You're more than hoarded wealth to me, 

Nought elſe can give me pleaſure ; 

With hymen's bands wwe ſoon hall be, 
Tyd up, my joy and treaſure, 


* 


o 
See gan ewe kee 
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Now Kett. a kiſs come gie me for my ſang, 


l've done my. beſt, it's neither ſhort nor lang, 


I made it yeſter night upon the green, 


When I was raking bay my leafu' lane. 


Ket. Well did ye ſing, for it I U gie you twa, 
And ablins three or four e er ye gae awa, 
Ve hae ſae fairly ſtown away my heart, 


I'd never with again frae you to Part. 
Love ſteals I find upo my heart fu faſt, 
"Tis deeper rooted fin' I ſaw you laſt ; 


Now I'll cen leave our wedding day to you, 
For troth wr love, my heart's maiſt at my mou · 


Aur. My en ae * Het, my a that's 
good, 


May heaven frac tween us keep baith ſtrife 


| and feud, | 
And gie's to cheriſh life, nae mair we'll ſeek, 


In love we'd hive, till death our eyelids ſteek ; 
As lang as health will lat, thoſe fingers ten 
Shall toil, to cozie mak, baith but and ben, 


Ket. To gar our bed look hale and neigh- 
FFP 


Wi -lebſome ſpeed laſt week ſpan a tike; 


To mak ir out my wheel got mony dwang, 


( 


I kend ic wou'd be needed {ſhort or lang; 
Blankets and ſheets a fouth TI hae o' baith, 
And in the kiſt, twa webs of wholeſome claith; 
Some ither nick knacks, fic as pot and pan, 
Cogues, caps, and ſpoons, I at a raffle wan, 
Wi' ſome thing, either fit for lad or laſs, 
What hame o'er foulk whiles ca“ a keeking- 
_ glaſs. 
Now a confider'd, wi' what titties I hae, 
And yours, may ſair us ony ſummer's day; 
But up, we'll meet at cen, Ill oer the hirſt, 
And tell my mither a the ſtory firſt; 
But ſhe'll gie her conſent wr haſte I trew, 
For nane of a' our lads ſhe likes but you. 


XVI. FR IR. 2 Jowers of Edinburgh. 


Dear Aurther met me in the grove, 
With kiſſes feveet and tales of love, 
He won my heart wi ſmiles ſo free, 
| None could sic looks of pleaſure gie; 
70 Aurther T'll then pledge my heart, 
And wi” my lad nae mair Ill hart, 


e 


31 


0 
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T he Prigſ ſhall join our hands for life, 
How bleſe'd 1 u be when Aurther's wife, 
TO into his arms. 


I. 


Farewell all ſorrows, lingering hours, 
Since ſoon my Aurther Ill be yours ; 
Haſten Sun thy bright return, 
And usher i in the oigthſome morn. 


AURTHER. 


Oh how ſupremely Hd ans Þ 1 
With charming Ketty in my arms; 
Id in your ſoft embraces Iy; | 
And Hande number all your charms. 
Lee 


F 
Prologue. 
See in the Cottage, Maron and the Squire, 
He bent on miſchief, ſhe intent on gold; 


While Thimble headlong runs into the 11 85 
And tells a Ie to ſcreen the truth he'd told. 


4 at at" Kt 5 e p 
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FRN 
Troth Sir this morning, lang before ] raiſe, 
He to her father made an unco phraſe ; 
To ſtand his friend, at length he did engage ; 
(And I oer-heard a waiſtcoat was the wage) 
And lang and ſair for his conſent did ſtrive, 
While I wi anger maiſt was like to rive. 
| Squire. That's news indeed, 1 little thought 
khat he, | 

In my amour ſhould thus my rival be; * 
I hope the laſs mair ſenſe by far has got, 
Than light a Squire for ſuch a humble lot. 


Mar. Humble indeed, my niece a taylor's 


wife ! 
I ne'er ſaw fic 3 in my life. 


Of that ha'e ye nae doubt, that ne er ſhall be ; 


Ye've nought to fear but Jack, that's at the 


ſea; 
Eer he comes hame PI doubtleſs turn her 
heart 
Lour honour may 1 Tu f my part. 
But here comes Thimble linkin' oer the lee, 
And I can read his errand is to me. | 
Squire. If fo I'll in behind the door a wee, 


And hear the comfort ye to him will gre. 
| Exit Squir 


— 8 
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Enter [LE HIM B 1 E. 


Good day kind Maron, here the wark's neter 


_ dow'd, 


The hand that's diligent ay gathers BOG 
I've ta'en a turn out o'er the knowe to thee, 
In hope you'll lend ſome wiſh'd for aid to me. 


Mar. What means that bluſh chat glows up- 
on your cheek, _ 

Whateer your ſuit now, Thimble, freely ſpeak- 

 Thim. Le nae doubt PU Ken my nn 


here, 


But yet for faſhion's cauſe ye now maun ſpeer. 


Mar. It wou d be ſtrange indeed, were I to 

ow. „ 

Ane's mind, e'er ſcarcely he'd ſaid aye or no- 

Thim. Weel Maron, I thall doubt your 
word nae mair, 


Bur tell frae end to end the hale affair. 


This morning early I a turn took, 
And in my rout I came down by this nook ; 
Joſeph and I, did at the door forgather, 
Where we a clatter had wi ane anither, 
A while we talk' d o' trade, but in the end, 
I told my tale, and me he's to befriend 

Hh > YL 
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Now gin ye'd do the ſame, I yet might think, 
That Suſan's love an' mine might brawly clink: 
Mar. Deed Thimble, wi' my niece ne'er 


faſh your head, 


I ſwear Ill ne'er conſent to ſic a deed ; 
There's better matches far into her offer, 
A Taylor's ſuit is what I ne'er wou'd ſuffer. 


' Thim. Hey better . tent wha” ye 
miſca', 


1 e match the beſt ds eer he faw. 
Mar. Miſtruſtfu dog, dare ye ſae crouſly 


crack, 
Get frae * ſight, or I'll your noddle Wr 


To think wi' gentle folk ye d ha'e a chance, 


Fer lang yell ſcarce get leave on her to glance. 


Thimb. A happy fit, I ſmell your great in. 


tent, 
of that great offer ye'll ſome day repent 3 ; 


Scarce was an inſtance o the like cer ſeen, 
As lairds to marry laſles aff the green- - 


Ane that pretends to ken the laird's intent, 


Told me the whole without the leaſt reſtrairtt; 


Yell ſee Cer lang how far his love extends, 
He wants to keep her for his wicked ends; 


Io truſt to gentle folk is nae a jeſt, 


EET T : 
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Seven times a week they'll brak their words | 
at leaſt · 
Aar. Fell crouſe ye crack Q' gentle falk I 
. 
What if the Squire ſho d hours a this frae you, 
I fear if he came in ye d turn your tale, . 
And hing your lugs juſt like new bottl'd ale, 
Tim. What has at preſent fallen from my 
mouth, 


I do aver is nothing but the truth. 


Enier Squire who laſhes Thimble with a wobip round | 
the Cottage. 


| Squire What at this tine may pals from me 
ee, 
I do aver is nothing but your due. 
Thim. O pardon, pardon, ſir, upon my knees 
This inſtant I'll confefs the whole was lies: 
Squire. J fear this rattle-ſcull has laid a fund 
For her inſpection if my love be ſound ; [af Fog. 
Now villian ſpeak, and freely tell the truth, 
Or this my laſh ſhall drag it frae your mouth, 
 Thim. An't pleaſe your honour s 1 to 
. me, 
| Vl tell you all, cer frac this ſpot 13 jee me; 
I heard TR an inklin' o; your love 


For Suſan, but I ſwear by all above, 
a” 
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I never heard ae word o' a' the reſt, 
But form'd that wild conjecture in my breaſt. 
And gin your honour will forgive this crime, 
Ae word o't ſhall ne er croſs my lips in time; 
Nor did I mean to hurt your honour's name, 
But to ſecure auld Aunt I laid that ſcheme ; 
Mar. Auld Aunt! hey, ſpeed your lug, * 

devils auld, 
In my ain houſe! an * thus to be ſae bauld ! q 
Pack hame an ſew your hes up 1n a clout, 
Or my ten nails ſhall rive your falſe tongue out. 
more] Gae hame my lad and learn ſome | 
better ſenſe, 5 
And I ſhall here forgive chis foul 8 
Upon conditions ye amend your life, 

Nor tak ſuch blackguard ways to gain a wife; 
But ſhould this buſtle eer come frae your mou 
The telling o't again ye ſair ſhall rue. 

_ Thim- Hard to be whip'd, baulk d, ſcorn'd 
and a' the reſt, 
And maun a ſecret 12881 it in my breaſt, 
[Excunt. 


0 1680 


SCENE. VI. 


" Prologue, 


Near by a burnſide you'll ſee, 
As blyth as op 'ning day, 
Jack, chanting o'er his fate at ſea, 
Rejoic'd he's now from Neptune free, 
While Sue 2 21 his 7 8 


XVII A 1 R. The wondering Sailer, 


8 


1 A Ca | 
Once more upon theſe fertile plains, * 725508 785 | 
Where careleſs rove the cheerful uin; : = 
I landed have from dread alarms, 
To view again feveet 8 gan 5 charms, 
To view again ſevcet Suſan's charms”, 
In hopes fo find her as the dove, 
'. Conſtant and kind to me ber love ; ; 
| In hopes to find her as the dove, | 
Conſtant and kind to me her love. : 


. 


M pen ftormy ſeas ran mountains high, 
A tempeſt thick, a darken'd hoy; 


3 
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Tho! Neptuue hard againſt us flrove, 
My heart did ftill on Suſan rove, 
My heart did ſtill on Suſan rove ; a 
In | hopes to find her as the dove, c. We. Oc. 


Enter DAVIE 


Her Jack ! and are ye fafe . again, 


Frae aff the ever troubl'd roaring main; 


Lang's been your voyage, and far I trow ye! ve 
been, 


Ve ve ſure a vaſt o unco 8 ſeen, 


Ist true, what ſome folk ſay, that oer the ſea, 
They ha'e a cuſtom if the wife ſhou'd die, 
The living huſband by the king's decree, 


Wi the dead wife, alive maun buried be? 


Or, that the wild inhuman ſavage race 


Eat ane anither, they're ſae ſcant o' grace? 


Jack, Why Davie its well known in former 
TE Rt 


Men-eaters have been found in foreign climes ; 


But burying both, the living with the dead, 
The fancy is of ſome diſtracted head. 


But droping that, how fares young lovely Sue, 


Tour maſter Fo/eph, and kind Maron too? 
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What news ? run o'er each little this or that, 


You always was a lad renown'd for chat. * 


Vavie. Sic news if truth there 95 in what 6 


doth paſs, | - 1 


Ve ve loſt, or likely are to loſs vode laſs- 
Fack. What Suſan falſe ! no Davie, but pro- 
Tell all and ſoon ſhe'll be from falſehood freed: 
Davie, Death, twa three weeks ſin 3 by 
ſome ſtrange fit, | 
Arreſted the auld Laird juſt 1 "ha To: 
His ſiſter's ſon, a child fu# trig and brews 
Is laird himſel and come to Irogcha 
And fin'I left the houſe I heard it Lad; 
He's fallen in love w1 Sue, and will her * 3 
He's rich, and gow d has in it fic an art, 
As aft to ſway frae truth the human heart- 
Ye're juſt in tinie, and may the plan o er turn, 
Ye ken, the neareſt way's to croſs the burn ; 
TH oer the knowe, ſyne frae the ſmiddy haſte, - 
To hear the News, if ye're a welcome gueſt. 
1 Exit Davie. 
Fack. The tale ſrems ds yet doubt 
t wou d be unkind, 
Falſchood c cou ud never taint her conſtant mind, 
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mM forward bend my way in hopes that ſhe, 
As faithful is as when L went to ſea. 


XVIII. Al R. Banks of Bannen. 


No ſordid art WY * to change, | 
— The virtuous maid I „„ 
The mutual flame that d our 2 ; 
Abſence cou'd ne er remove. 
PlI haſte to Sue who rules my heart, 
' Where falſehood, ne er could reſt; 
Tell &er our little infant tales, 
And claſp her to my breaſl, Exil. 
SCENE VIII. 
CE, | Prologue. | 
When all attempts fair Suſan to betray, 
Are gone, he eye's her haſting to the hay ; 


Yell ſee his drift, but Jack appears in view; 
And reſcues from the Squire his lovely Sue: 


Squire. 
\ "I HAT all my ſchemes o'er tur- d and 


blown to boot ! 
Her father too, begins my faith to ae; J 
No more I'll thus be foold, tis now high „ 
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When Suſan ies to where they make the 1 
With drink, a fang 0 cheeſe, and barley ſcon, 
To cheer the makers and make work go on; 
But yonder Suſan trips out o'er the lee, 
With roſy cheeks, while love darts frac her ee; 
Ne'er ſhone the morning ſtar with clearer light, 
So fair ſhe looks, ſo buxom, and ſo tight ; 5 
Ill in this barley field myſelf conceal, 
And ſoftly on young Suſan out I'll ſteal. 
Remote the place, there ſeems no mortal nigh, 
To aid to reſcue, or to hear her cry; 
She ſhall to my embraces yield or die. 
| 1K. A 1 
Lie friends and imp. of bell, 
Faid ye can impart; 
Aft with ſome dark ſpell, 
And change her virtuous heart; 
That che by proving hind, 
May bleſs each fond defire ; 
And Ta miſtreſs find, 
In her whom I admire. * Exit. 
Enter SUSAN f/inging. 
XX. AIR. Birks of Invermay. 
How fly the gentle hours away, = 
With thoſe whom 82 Bas kind! „ ble fe 4; 
T 
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While lonely bere I'm doom d to ray, 
Where every hour's by care oppreſi d. 
P ve ſeen with joy the riſing morn, 
Peeß veer in peace you verdant bill; 
But now its cheering rays I ſcorn, 
My riſing doubts it ne er can ſtill, 
| II. 
Ye feat her d warblers in the air, 
Join in my plaint, and mourn my love : 
Lament ye fields, and meadows fair, 
Mere Fack and I had wont to rove. 
In thee I'll wander night and day, 


Surrounding hills ball hear me mourn ; 
And echo back my lonely lay, 


Wy love's foft firains, Till Jack ' return, 


Enter 8 Q 1 K E. 
Squire. For you fair . long Ive TY 


in Vain, 


1 in return you but 1 my ſighs diſdain; . 
For your conſent I'll now no longer wait, 
Since in my power chis day Tow re thrown by 


fate; 


6 


Lield to my ſanguine wiſh, tis vain to cry, 
To aid you now, no mortal hand is nigh. 


Sue. Take fir my life bur ah! my honour | 


ſave, 
Nor perjur'd plunge me in the moulding 
grave; 


My faith has long been pledg'd to a dear youth, 


And death III ſooner meet than break my 


truth. 


Enter J AC K. 


Facl. Hold, wretch thy hand, or Araigh 


prepare to die, 
For know that her deliverer is ni 1. 


Squire. Draw and defend thyſelf, noughe 


elſe can ſave 


Thy ſoul from the dark confines of ha grave. 


 Fack, Why raw- bond cub t' advance III 
ne” er refuſe it, 


See there's a bludgeon, and a hand to uſe it, 
For Sue, my deareſt blood I'll gladly ſpill, 
And fight while in one member life does thrill, 
Come on, my maſſy cudgel ſoon you'll feel, 
To be of more avail than temper'd ſteel. 


17 2 


% 


Pe: 
Va 


£6 08: 


| — * „ 


7 Bey fight, Fack Hale hs the 8 and 
2 -difarms him. 


Fack. Tour! hand, fair weather-Jack; to ſtrike 
I ſcorn, . 4 

Till on your beam end fairly up your borne; 

What! ſafely moor'd, the whore ſons cables 
1 ea VVV 

His ſoul's adrift with both his day lights ſhut: 

He runs to Suſan who is in a fainting poſture. 

My love, my ſoul, the charmer of my heart, 

Your Jack's arriv d, from you no more to part, 

No more you'll wander in theſe fields alone, 

Nor ſhall the neighbouring hills return your 
moan; 

Though late invok'd to join you in NT” mourn, 

Shall echo back with j Joy your Jack's return. 

Sue. Sure tis a dream, fic j Joys [ ne er did 
feel, 

Or ſome deluſion makes my ſenſes reel; 

No, tis my Jack, whom heaven's pervading 
eye, 5 | 

Hath ſent to ſave me, when my death was nigh, 

| The Squire recovers. 

Squire. Death! thus to fall, 1 a pledcian 

band, 


"Ec 75 ) 


The ſtrange ama too, my name will 


brand | PE BY. 
With villian, traitor ; il the deed a 


Galls me the mare; it too will ſoon be known; 


Fierce raging appetite ! when driven by thee, 


Mankind become what elſe they ner would 
1 


But hold—my thoughts muſt not give way to 


reaſon, 
To moralize ſure this is not DO OY . 


Il ſoon with vengeful hand my wrongs aſſert, 
Revenge fucceeds to love, within my. tore d 


heart. 
- Squire. 


Rack He s gone, and with s may all falſe- | 


hood fly, 
A wretch, a traitor, of the deepeſt dye; I 
May heaven who ſees our various acts apart, 
Conviction ſend to his degen'rate heart. 
Sue, Ah! Jack, what to your care Lowe this 


day, | 
Is what oy life, my love, can ne'er repay ; ; 


How great's my joy to think the powers above, 
Have ſent to my relief the lad I love. 


_ Jack. Forget your cares dear Se no 
no more, 


” 3 8 4 5 — 
A ˙— oy eh 4 nn N rai 


* 
* 
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In ſearch of gold I'll roam to India's ſhore ; 
No more ſhall I on troubled ſeas be toſs'd, 


You're more to me than Indian climes can 


boaſt. 
XXI A I R Lochaber no more. 


Once more in my arms lovely Suſan I fold, 


Whoſe preſence to me is more precious than gold; 3 
No more for your ſake the wide ocean PI! plow, 
But here ll caſt anchor and winter with you. 
The joy that I feel with my Sue in my arms, 
To gazeon her beauty, and number her charms ; 
M ore pleaſure beſtows to my love panting breaſt, 
Than time-ſerving pleaſures, or wealth of the eaſt. 


# 8$DU 8 4K. 


And now my dear Fack to my arms once again, 
bs ſafely reftor*d from the watery main; 
My heart is at eaſe, now no more I will mourn, 
But woodlands ſball echo my Sailor's return; 
Then farewel paſt forrow, ye ſwaint hear my joy, 
Well revel in pleaſures that never can cloy. 
_ While fields yield their fruit, and the clouds ſend their 


rain, 


' Nought but cruel death foal 4 er part us again. 


Exeunt. 
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SCENE SF 
Prologue to the Scent. 


With heart o'erpowr'd with grief and cate; 
Thimble, to the Cottage does repair, 
* in his hand a waiſtcoat fair, 
Wi' colours ſmart; 
But doubts, wi? Jack he'll ha'e fina* ſhare, 
In Suſan's oa 


joszrn. Le 


Frm hand it ING wi it TI be right bn, 
Nane at the kirk like me will ſhine ava; 
It looks as new's a guinea frae the mint, 
Sure a' the colours o' the rain bows in t, 


(96 Y 


75 rys it on. 
Hey, juſt the thing, it fits like cock and pail, 
And weel deſerves a bumper o' my ale, 
Be ſeated and I'll tell your e'er ye jee, 
The cracks that paſs d atween young Sue and 


me. 

Thiim. Say on, but ah! 11 fear frae what I've 

ſeen, | 

"Tween Jack and or, down Vonder on che 
green; | 


I may rin hyte for ought ſhe cares for u me, 
Now as her Jack's again return d from ſea; 
Wou' d death but free me frae this warl o' care, 
Some future joys may hap I then might ſhare; 
But in this life what mortals fondly prize, 
Firſt whets their paſſions, then their ſuit denys ; 


He flarts and throws from him his beer 
mk, Mc, 


Traſh, hence frae me, nae mair wi' you Tn 
dwang, 
Tſe in anither warl be e'er lang. 
700 Stay Thimble ne er at ſic daft projects 
mint, 
The deil to help you till 300 wants the hint, 
Tak up your trocks, fie weakneſs nae mair 
; ſhaw, | 


BY 


„„ 
Tho' Hawkie fling ne'er caſt the cog awa; 


There's ither laſſes man, as good as Sue, 

And ilka hair wou'd do as weel wi you; 

Think better on t, the deil's ay bent for ill, 

And ſoon wou d puſh you on, your. blood to 
ſpill 3 

Here comes the youthfu · pair, wel op our 

crack, 

| The fight'sto you nae doubt, agreat heart brak. 


Enter JACK and 8 UE. 


Fact. How fares my gen rous Srieni] my 
| old protector, | | 
Your hand; by jing you look as brave « as Hecz 
2 
I find ye've to ſome ſkilful doQor hark'd, 
Life? s cable ye have ſplic'd, ſince I embark'd. 
Je. My Jack you're more than welcome to 
our bield, 
Heaven aid me lang, to prove your faithfw 
chield; | 
How green s my Joy: ! its ure 8 com- 
pare ! 
To ſee you look ſae hale, ſae plump, an” {; quare. 
However ithers at the ſea may thrive, 
+ 2 : 


x" aps ) 
Ve' ve been nae ſtranger to the bannock hive. 
Fack. Why faith, we failors ve as ſailors 
ought, 
We brave all dangers, that's ne'er done "i 
nought; 
Like lords we live at ſea, like We on ſhore; 
When money fails, we go to ſea for more. I 
Thus happy lives we lead, content's our aim, 
A friend to friends, to enemies humane; 
Who woud not then join in our heartſome 
„ 
And live the life that princes now adore? 


XXII. Al R. Get ad as . as FR can. 


Sailors lives are my boy, 
Full of pleaſure and joy, 
None on earth ſuch can feel, 
But a tar, but a tar. © 
er we fail there our foy, 
Sailors hearts never cloy, 
Bach we ſtore, then we reel 
From a far, from a far. 
Our fweet-hearts and WIVES, 
We adore as our lives ; "ih 


179 ) 


Mr like landmen cal 
Do we jar, do we jar. 
Like the Bees to their hive, 
Home the jolly boys drive, 
Be't from Merchant-man, or bold | | 
; Man o' War, Man o War. 9 . 
| [Thimble ſneaks of with a wry face angie . Co 1 


* 


Deil that ye were in the air, 
In a Car, in a Car. 85 1 
(Suſan gives Jack a draught of bear.) „** EY 
« Jack, My honour'd friend your health, long ; 
may you live, | | = 
And to a friend, a bottle ha'e to give . 1 
Your hand my Suſan, for your heart I've got. Ln. 
Come Thimble—Ha! what has come of the 
A | 
79%. He's gone, nae doubt on trade, che lad 
is thrang, 
And cou'd nae frae his Beetle FR ſae Ss ; 
By this he's hame, or haflins up the yard, 
The ſight o you I trow he weel cou d ſpair'd, 
Jack, He may gac WOO hunkelf, I dare aſ- 
ſert 
A ſtar-board tack, frae care woud eaſe his 
heart ! IS "OO . 


88 robo oe” it Ae _— 


1 


But where is Marion, ſure I am that ſhe, 
Wou d joy to find, I'm ſafe return'd from ſea, 


Sue, She s welt into yon field amang the 


„ 3 
A ſtane ſhot frae the barley we did paſs; : 
She'll een be here e' er ye drink out your ale, 
To hear o India's coaſt a lang detail. | 


Fack. Now Suſan, give us to my * 


— home, 

My old delight, the ſong of Tinker Tom, 

Or ſing wi' glee the making o the hay; 
Tour Jack's return, or pleaſant banks of Spey* 


Sue, When Jack a ſang requires, I'll ne er 


refuſe, | 
To gi e the wen that my heart can chuſe · 


XXIII. A I R. Cowden Knower, | 


| Ye woodlands green, ye fertile fields, 
Tie purling brooks ſo clear; 
And all ye plains that paſture YET? 
Te lovely valleys hear 
4 ly tuneful notes, and join my lays, 
All forrows now are paſt, - 
My mournful nights, to blythſome days 
[ Are turned at the ” 


| 

| Þ 

35 ; 

- 

1 
ö 


( 181 ) 
#11 bleſs the da y / Blyth and fair, 
My Fack return'd from ſea ; 
His youthful file foaths all my care, 
| He's all that's dear to me. 


No ana or 1 cou 4 r. to o change, 

The lad I dearly love; CE 

Mitb him o er earth and fea I'd range, 

And till 0u'd faithfu' prove. , 

Revolving time ſhauld ne er be fn 

Ta alter love fo true, 1 

* The ig h bis tender heart did WET Y: 
; Should break his Suſan's too, 
, blefs theday, c. 


| Excunt, 
= Tr. ERS I 
= it F to the Scene. 


A hall with Shed richly Bas 
The diſſappointed Squire you'll ſee 
Joying to think he'll Joſeph bilk, ; 
And ſend young Jack again to ſea. 1 


a” ; . 
CO . St rofiHs 
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3 


5 f Dr. Goldſmith. 
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Ss. 


8. Tell that fellow Jene tis my will, 
That he no longer plow yon verdant hill; 
His leaſe is out, and here, this writ contains 
A legal ſummons, ſoon to quit theſe plains; | 
Take then your: obs e not one manent 
loſe, 
And with this letter ſpeed you to „ Aenteeſb 
With your own hand deliver it with care, 
To the commander of the preſs- gang there: 
See that you trifle not, nor this reveal. 
Serv. To execute your orders I'll not fail 
| [Exit Servant. 
Squire. They'll know with whom they tam- 
_ per, e er the ſun 
Another time his daily race ſhall run ; 
Oh! ſweet revenge, I joy to think thro' thee, 
I ſhall ruin you and ſend 2 858 to ſea. 
55 Exit. 


SCENE Ul. 


Prologue to the Scene. 9 58 


Look ofer the knowe, and on yon ſunny green 
ITwa canty plowman-lads, alane are ſeen : 


g 


— 


CC» 


The ane is s Davie, tight and cleanly irefo'd, 
The tither Aurther, lang wi' love oppreſs d. 
Wha owns his laſſie has come too at laſt, 

While Davie trys in vain his hopes to blaſt ; 
But blyther Aurther, conſtant as he's kind. 
Diſplays at once a calm and 2 mind. 


* * 


Au RTHER. 


Cas lad lug out your doſe, an gies' a 


cChaw, 


Mine is ſae ſcant, fient hae't is in't ava „ 
hear down at che Brough this day ye' ve been, 
Sae tell's the uncos that ye ve heard or ſeen; 

The ſtreen had ye but hinted your intent, . 
A ſma' bit bundle I wi? you had ſent; 11 5 
But fu rules trade, are hats, and ſtockings dear; = 11 
And ither trocks that's fit for country wear; |. - _ 
Things has wi” dearth been menſleſs here aun, . 
Since the diſturbance in America. 1 | 

| 
| 


| Davie, Nae doubt, yet tho' on it the Mm 
hings, 

There's ither reaſons for the KEY” o things; | 
Had we the merchant- trade try'd in our youth, = 
Eer this, we ſure had gather'd gear a fouth; _ = 
Braw gaes ilk Borrows Blade, an' weel ye ken, F 


(Ws * 


Tis wi the profits ta'en frac ither men; 
Fu rich they grow, and then cher live like 
lairds, i . 
Nor grudge at ance to ſtake a a at ide 
While cent per cent ſhines 3 in their powder'd 
wigs, 
Their gaudy . and their whirlie-gigs ; 
America nae doubt, in parts to blame, 
But ſtate the reſt to lux ry held at hame; 
A chield tho' halflins blind, may plainly ſee; 
They clearly whip the fun frae ſach as Wee. 
 Aurth, Weel lad, I'll on that a ye ve ſaid 
is true, 
They live by others, we live by the ow; 
In healthy, cheery toil, and ſweet content, 
May hap we mair can boaſt than cent per cent, 
When free frae care, ilk village lad and laſs, 
Haſte to the green their holyday to paſs. 
Here fit the older few, with chearfu' ſmile, 
Till tories odd their ſtented hours beguile ; 
There triſk the youthfu' ſwains, each pleas'd 
U to ſee, 
The rays of love dart frae his laſſi se e, 
While a his aim at putting, jump or play, 


© „ 

Is frac the reſt to bear the gree away; 
And ſtowlins teetin' wi' a wiſhfu Ce, 
Gin ſhe he loves his manly feats does fee ; 


His fair one's joys are mair than tongue can tell, 


To ſee her lad wi manly ſtrength excel ; 


She ſoftly whiſpers, © * when we milk at — 
© Ye weel deſerve a drink, for feats ſae tight 


He taks the hint, and waits wr anxious mind, 
Fond to accept the invitation kind ; 

Wy nimble hand ſhe finds her milking pail, 

Her heart before, faſt after it ſhe'll ſteal ; 


Blythly they meet, he pats her glowin face, 


No pomp, nor gilded trappings deck the place, 


She kindly to his breaſt is preſs'd with care, 
Ah! ſtay ſhe crys, till I your drink prepare. 


Stane {till ſtands hawhie, he her neck does claw, 


Till ſhe'll frac her the madly aft'rins draw; 
He quafs the foam, of hairs, nor ſtraws afraid, 
Then every drop's wi' a ſweet kiſs repaid ; 


No fearful, future doubts, nor ſelf made 3 


Have they, but count the preſent only theirs; 
While love triumphant, hid by no diſguiſe, 
Reigns in each breaſt, and flaſhes in their eyes. 
Sic love is ſeldom felt by city Gent, 


The rambling beau, or gaudy cent 22 cent; 
1 AA 


r * 8 ai * „ * — — mu, — —— —ö. — vom * — 
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Their benen ſtore, their pomp, and ſeeming 
„ e, 


Are triffles vain, when once compar'd with 
theſe. 


XXIV. AI R. Bracsof Yarrow. 


The chearful fwain, can time beguile, 
When fondly tripping o'er the plain, 

In hopes to meet the kindly ſmile, 

Of her who'll free bis heart from pain. | 


| Noyealouſy or gnawing care, 


Can in his boſom center; 
He ſees ſuch virtues in his fair, 
That folly ne er can taint her, 


1 ; 8 1 


There love unſpotted rules the heart, 
With chearful chat they paſs the day; 
And fix the hour no more to part, 
When Hymen drives each doubt away. 
_ Their purer hearts foar far above 
The hopes of worldly treaſure ; ; 
Content they'll haunt ſome pleaſing grove, | 
And paſs their hours in pleaſure. 


— - e 
, . 


6 


Davie. Troth Aurther lad, ane by your - 


* 


cracks may tell, | 
Ye've mair chen ance been at fic tricks yourſel; 
And ſure if that's nae ſae, the country's fu 
wr lees, and claiks, about young Ket and youz 
For at the ſmiddy this is a“ the ſang, 
We'll ha'e a weddin' o't eer it be 5 


Aur. Fool goukit chield, fic ſtuff as that to | 


true, 


Gin ye believe them, nane will credit you. 


Davie, That een may be, yet Aurther mind | 


your eye, 


When maidens, mim they look, and unco ſhy; | 


When ance yere fairly ty'd and ſhe your wite, 
Yell ken the crollcs oa married life, 


XXV. AIR No body no. 


| How happy the laddie that love ner beguiles, 


Neer dumpiſh'd with frowns, or the fly maidens wiles, 


His heart is his own, he may rove where he pleaſe, 
And enjoy Sweet liberty, life's but a lease. 
Fall de rall, e. 


1 
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She bauls in his ears, with the tongue of a cold, 


Tis then Oer late, the Parſon's grace is ſaen; : 
When laſſes, they are ſaints baith ſly and civil, 


„ ) 


IL 
When ty d to a wi fe all his plearures are gone, 


The amrie is empty, his money is done ; 


The honey month's done, and ſhe wont be controPd. 
| Fall de rall, Sc. 


The tongs for ber weapon, ſhe claims as her own, = 
pen inſtantly lends him a crack on the crown, | 


The devil's to pay, love's fond tales are forgot, 
Now a fire brand ſhe's turwd, on whom he did doat. 


Arr. Perhaps fic minds as yours may feel 
that ſmart, 
Wha' s love proceeds frae intereſt, not the — 
Where love's ſincere, ſic notions never dwell, 


Love begets love, the ſacred page doth tell. 


| Davie Say on, the time will come ye 1 ablins 
ken, 


cw) 


When wives, you'll find they pacing the 
devil. | | 

Gre them the breeks, your manly powers a are 
EY ſhaken, 


They I den your ſenſes clear, your fears a- 


Waken; 


Wear them yourſel, nae peace you 1 ha e 1 


hame, 
Grumbling and ene s her * theme; 
Gin ſhe a tocher brought, baith air and late | 


She'll place it as a reliſh on your plate; 
Or brag o friends tho' diſtant, if they've caſh ; 
If yours are poor, ſhe'll ſneering tell they re 


traſh 
Or gin ye chance to wed ane JE: be gear, 


W hen baulk d in her defign her Hog the'l | 


1 


And tauntinly ſhe Il gi e her face a thraw, 
For you] ſure refus'd good offers twa-” 
The tane crys gie me't, mind [ brought the 


F 
The tither ſays Tu hae t and that richt ſnaſh ; 


 Troth Aurther I'm to lead a ſingle life, 
I'll then be free o quarrels, plague, and ſtrife. 


| Aur. Weel, ha'e ye done, your tongue maun 
ſtand at laſt, | 


( 190 ) 


11 „ Nor wi' your daft-like jokes rin half ſo faſt; 
4 Shou'd ſome blyth murkie laſſie tak your e'e, 
Yed change your tale and ſafter ſing a wee. 
Love has nae yet your heart ſtrings. gien a grip, 
Yell find it ſmarter then an adder's nip; 

Ance on a day, I nae doubt thought as you, 

But now my heart is alter'd ſair I true ; bs 
And ſae it may, when Ketty true does prove, 

How pleaſant tis, when love is gien for love- 


, = XXVI. AI Ri Silly Sripling. 
1 A Tooliſp youth give &er your vaunting, 
IS Love has charms unknown to thee ; 
1 | : | Where its powerful smiles are wanting, 
| There no genial Joys can be. 
. 
On the bed of anguiſh lying, 1 
See the ſage who laugh'd at love; © 
No kind hand his wants ſupplying, 
Strangers /till will ſtrangers prove. 
I»f[f - 4 
While some gains such joys are taſting, 
As makes life glide smoothly err; 
Sich or veel, on love they re fœaſting, 
Ever bending to its power. 


TE OY 


Davie. Sing on in praiſe o wedlock's darling 


charms; 

Freedom's the darling which my boſom Warns. 
When geet's grow rife 'tis then begins the wark, 
Jean wants a coat, and Jocky wants a fark ; 
Cathtine falls oer, and hameſhe brings anither 
To help the number, ſiſter be't or brither; 
The Howdie for a doſe will keenly cry, 
Deaf nits I true, ne'er ſet that Carlin by; 

A kebbuck maun be got, and butter'd cakes, 


She'll bauldly tell, hame leona her bannen 


rakes. | 

A het pint in a cap maun neiſt be made, | 
To drink the health o her that's brought to 
beds © „ 
Till a is o'er, poor Aurther's baniſh'd ben; 
A while to greet, to hope, and greet again; 
The fient a cap, nor cogue, nor pint hell ſee, 
The wives the butt can better cogue than he. 
'Twou'd tak a ſurnmer-day to count each care, 
For then his credit's like his coat, thread bare; 
The clapping ſeaſon o'er, he'd think and rue, 
And ever pining live frae hand to mou +. 
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| 4 plowman when free and diveſted of care, 
How pleasant his moments do glide ; 


With the lark in the morn, to his toil he' il repair; 
Some rich fallow green turf to divide. 

None envy his lot, his ſiveet paſtime to scare- 
While his pattle and plow are his pride, 
While his pattle and plow are his pride. 


I. 


From morning till night see him whipping along; 
T wa truſty dark grays by his fide, 


27 enfold are his hopes, and wet freedom his ons 


Till his plowing and mowing gubſide. 
No malice, no ſtrife, are his pleaſures among, 
While his pattle and plow are his pride, c. 


* 
> 
. 
5 0 


Content with his lot, how hell carrol and play, 

In the evening when home he doth ride; 
And recount all the toils and fatigues of the day, 
Then ſome darling amusement provide; 

Love ne er from his duty will prompt him to gray; 

While his Face and plow are his pride, Cc. 


 Exeunt' 


SCENE I 
Prologue. 


| Joſeph and Jack in penſive mood, 
Are both reſign'd to face their fate; ; 
Joſeph a ſecret does diſcloſe, 
Which doth i in Jack new of \ be create. 


lessen 


FEEL Jack, Gince | it is ſo, I muſt remove, 
Yer heaven 1 hope, will ſtill propitious prove; 
The little that 1 is left, with you I'lf ſhare, | 
Which may our lives ſuſtain with frugal carez 
Scorning a wretch's hate, frae tyrants free, 
Some kindly cottage ſhall our dwelling be. 
Fach. Kindly thou offer ſt frankly I agree, 
To live what life juſt heaven ſhall order thee 3 
Souls once united in the ſocial tye 
Of friendſhip, can each others woes deſcry ; 
The cares which rack thy breaſt, ſhall too be 
mine, 
And heaven I truſt, will teach us to e 
| By * 
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Yet while Tm bleſs'd with health, o'er ſeas to 

roam, 
Still ſhall I find the means to cheeriſh home. 
Thy comfort, peace; and ſafety, ſtill ſhall 8 
Through life a leading monitor to me. 
J. Enough dear Jack; I've prov'd your 

virtuous mind, + 

Glad in the ſon, the father's heart to bs ; 
Whoſe life was from the cradle to the grave, 
Genrous, humane, benevolent, and brave ; 
He long the buſy path of life had trod, 
Earth's pureſt produce, emblem of his God. 
The ſmiles of fortune, and the voice of fame, 


Till tir d of buſtle, and the jarring throng, 

He mov'd from town to liſt the linnet's ſong. 

In yonder bleſt retreat, in humble guiſe, 

He all the ſweets of ſolitude did prize. 

The poor man's friend, who's rugged path Be 

ſmooth'd, 

The widow and the orphan's wants he ſvoth' d, 

But what need on his virtues thus to dwell, 
 *Twou'd tak a ſummer- day the half to tell. 

| Now Jack, I have a ſecret to reveal, 


— „ 55 * 


* — 
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Too forturtes wreck. he felt, yet (till the ſame, 7 
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Lock'd in my boſom with e friendſhip $ 
| ſeal ; 
| Let not the fact too 1 elate your breaſt, 
But calmly hear each truth by me expreſs'd ; 
I weel remember that your worthy fire, | 
_ Fer from this world of care he did retire ; 


* By pureſt friendſhip s tye, {aid he I crave, 
© Ferl deſcend into the mould'ring grave; 


« Thro'life you'll with affection pure and mild, 


* Prove the kind guardian of my darling child. 
Then frae a drawer a paper out he drew, 
This deed in truſt, ſaid he, I leave with you, 
* Inſtruct in Godly tear the growing youth, 
And train him up to virtue and to truth. 


„ The deed within your heart, a ſecret keep, 


Till manhood on his tender years {hall creep; 


ct 


But ſhou'd the prodigal e er ſtamp his name, 

85 A youth debauch'd, depriv d of ſenſe and 
ſhame; 

Let it ſtill reſt a ſecret in your breaſt, 

Till time and council have the rake defac'd. 5 

Fulfill'd my charge, I here give up the deed, 

You may retire, and all its contents read, 


Five thouſand pounds, which may your heart 
. 


Is there, a mortgage on the Squire's eſtate, | 


cc 


Tock Enough, enough, | it mall ſuffice to 


prove, 
To you my duty, and to Sue my oe: 


How heaves my breaſt with j Joy, to think that 
now 


Amidſt vor cares, I comfort can beſtow ! 
The ſhip-wreck d ſailor, all efforts will try, 


From wreck to wreck he I move, with wiſhful | 
eye 


He ſees iipending death; ſcarce half reſign'd 


His languid eyes point to a ſhore unkind. 
Nature then feels the ſhock, his manhood flies, 
Ho lo is heard, he ſtarts, ho lo he crys, 


The anxious few ſwift ply each nimble oar, 


And guide their charge with Sy to the 


ſhore ; 


Snatch'd from the Jaws 1 death, he'll gladly 


own, 
He feels a joy that elſe he ne'er had known; 
His grateful feeling heart, who cou'd define? 
Bur ah ! it ſurely cou'd not cope with mine. 
Jo, That this may prove to us a day of joy 
Give me the deed, I'll all my power employ ; 


| Soon to make payment, while that taſk be 


thine, 
To tell our friends no longer to en 
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Aurther with haſts the fattell calf ſhall ſlay, 


And we with merrimenc ſhall cloſe the day · 


XXVIIIL A Ll R. The Banks of Ne 


The gray e yd m morn 3 cloud; vercaſt, 
: Portray its native nipping blaſt 55 
The tuneful linnets ceaſe to ing, 
85 much it ſeems unlike the ſpring ; 

Till Sol ſend forth his ꝓlad'ning beams, 
O'er valle ys green and lucid ftreams ; 
L Tis then the tuneful warblers fy, 
Cheer beer "d worth the Bs in under 2 


II. 


pr man whoſe high born thoughts art 4 
Above the verge of mere furmiſe, 
| 77 hen fortune 's lour his joys betray, 

All feems a waſte of dark diſmay ; 
| Change but the ſeene to cheering hope, 
In coat of gray with kings bell cope ;* 
Then who can blame the village ſwain, 


To sing when fortune ſmiles again, 


" „FFP 
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Davie. Maiſt out o. breath, oh! Jack for 
ſafety: fly, 
The gang, the ruthleſs prefi-gang, all are 
nigh; 
In yonder bught unſeen, 1 heard 43 hs, 
Jack ſhall of all, our pris'ner be this day. 
Move on my lads, hird by Squire Ironha', 
F Your piſtols load, ere your ſwords to 
7 JON -- 
When that I heard, acroſs the fields I —_ 
| To tell you ot, and fruſtrate their curs'd plan. 
Fack. To what baſe actions will not man 
deſcend, x 
When ſelf-made fears bis tainted conſcience 
rend! 
What are the limits of a wretch's hate, 
Which diſappointment, Juſt, and rage create? 
Devils but do their worſt, and faithleſs man 
Muſt-ſtop, when he's done all the ills he can, 
Fol. Too late may you reflect, time ſpeeds 
. 
In vonder field conceald — the ebay, 
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There maſi you lurk, FER ik in haſte repair 
To have ſome chat wi' the perfidious Squire; 
Of his raſh deeds he doubtleſs will repent, | 
When I to him the- mortgage do preſent ; 
Haſte to the hay tis that can keep you free, 


, For I : a band of men can yonder ſee. 
| Exeunt. 


EN E . 
Prologue to the Scene. 


On a green plain the Squire e and Joſeph meet, 

Beneath the ſhelter 0 an aged tree, | 

Ruin in her grim advances ſtares the Squire, 
"Tis not in fortune power to ſteer him free. 


SD | 


'F IS ai no deed on my 1 can a be, 
My uncle left it of all burthens free, 


[ Foſeph takes the deed from his pochet.] 


Here 1s the deed, the truth of which III prove, 
And ev' ry doubt that may ariſe, remove, 


* 8 * * — 
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Yet for your uncle's ke. I thus can tell, 
If you yon band of men will but diſpel, 
You need the lets, be of the deed afraid, 


If not, to-morrow payment muſt be made. 


Squire. As for the deed, of itI nothing know, . 

But for the gang, they homeward now ſhall 
go, | 

To "kd all your claims on me I'll hear. 

Foſ. To-morrow all ou doubts Pl fully 

clear, 

As fate's dark maze no mortal « eye can ſcan, 
Man ſhoud not do to man the worſt he can. 


Exit. Toſe = 


Squire. What horrors ſeize my ſoul! heav' n 


has my fate, 
My wretched fate, mark'd at no diſtant date. 


I ſaw the deed, my uncle's hand I knew, 
And can no longer doubt its being true, 
I'll hope 'tis falſe, but what can hoping do ? 
When the old prig both hopes and proves it 
| true, . 
* Mby there's the rub®” Like an old rotten 
_ maſt, 


— 
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Depriv'd of fails, a prey to every blaſt, 

But ſtill a maſt it is, whoſe every rent, 

Serves as a mouth, pouring to fate its plaint, 

Had it ſtill grac'd ſome wild; and not the 
deck, | 

It ne'er had bow'd to a nor fortune's 

"2 wreck; 

But by its native Si ſtill heard had been, 

Till time's decay had laid it on the green 

Tho' late buoy d up by affluence and fame, 

When Joſeph proves the deed, my fate's the 
1ſame, 

The little overplus I ſure can n claim, 

But what's a little to a gentle name, 

I may the ſhell; but he'll the kernel keep, : 

He may go merry make, I may go weep; 

Or plung'd i in Lethe, take a cordial draught, 

On wings of ſweet forgetfulneſs to waft, 

To where I'll neer grieve o'er a loſt eſtate, 

The wrecks of fickle fortune, fame and fate. 


Ro [Exit 
8 3 
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Prologue to the Scene, 


Within a field o hay, Jack lyes reclin'd, 
| Deliberating on t e chance of fate, . 
Till Sufan eaſtward hies with fearful mind, 
For what the chan ge of fortune may create. 


Ion. 


} HAT ſtrange events can one ſhort we 
produce, 

And bring to light what 8 doubtful and ab- 
ſtruſe l 
The morn its gates may ope with radiant 
| C 

T illuminate the filver'd purling ſtreams, 
At noon a ſtorm fair narure's face may changes 
And mortal's hopeful toils at once derange ; 
Man ſees bleak terror ſpreading far and wide, 
He hopes, _ 8 doubtful when it may ſub- 
One ſingle er ray ſteals through between 
Two parted clouds, then cheer'd me ſwains 
| are fee, 


4 


CSF 
Here comes alone my ſoul's enlivening ray, 


Whoſe chearful 9 can all my cares be- 
„ 


yy Forc 'd from her arms to roam on diſtant ſeas, 1 
Ten thouſand worlds could not my heart a- 


peaſe . 


Enter 8 U 8 A N. 


v You fares my love, why are thoſe 
looks o ercaſt? 

Sue. I fear the preſent, furure, and tha 
paſt ; - 


| Like to a pack of hounds who' s caught che 


ſcent, 


Ranging from wo to buſh, from bent to 


bent, 


Eager with hungry jaws the prey to catch 


And you the victim are they'd fondly ſnatch. 


| Frae what this day has brought ta light I fear, 
Some richer laſs your heart may from me tear, 


Syne frae the hated brink my fate Il ſee, 
And grieve to be depriv'd of love and thee. 
FJacl. Sooner ſhall trees forget their fruit to 


ield, 
Eo f ce 2 5 
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And nature s coat of green to deck the field, 


Sooner. ſhall earth and ſea unite in one 


Sole maſs, and overturn great nature's plan; 


And out their orbits ſtars fall from aboye, 
Then I can change, or thee forget my love; 
Our hearts have long by heaven united been, 


And ty'd with Hymen s bands they Il ſoon be 


ſeen. 
Come to my arms, and on my 5 breaſt, 


Reclin'd, PI kiſs thy cares to endleſs reſt. 


Sue. In harveſt when fell winds bygin e to 
'4 Dlaw;” | 


And ripnd grain frae out its hool to fa', 


The wiſhfu' farmer wi a heart o grief, 

His hopes ſees blaſted, nor can ſend relief, 
Till heaven tye up the chunder-thaking blaſt, 
wr Joy he then hopes a his cares are paſt. | 
I'll wi the farmer hope the blaſt is o'er, 


d And pray that heaven on us its bounties ſhow- 


er; 
But yonder were baith call'd and I can ſee, 
Sweet rays of joy to dart frae ilka eee. 


11 


12 © * IF E vi. | 
Prologue 4 to 1 ae 


Before he Hamlet hs upon the green, 
The homely cottagers do #' convene, F‚F‚f - j 
Poor Thimble ſees tis vain ro ſigh for Sue, | . 
And ſoon reſolves anither laſs to woo; , 8 EY 
And Joſeph wi a whip the which hell . | 
-To him wha al” in mirth excel the lave. | þ 


* 
e, 


ſicel © . ' 

The ſight's fell cutting and A cha to vide, | 
' ButIll keep up my heart as well's I can, 

Tl throw aſide my love and ſhaw the man, 
"Tis 'vain to ſi gh for ane rhat 18 unkind, 5 N 
Or this ſae ſair to brak my Peace 0 ' mind, Fs 5 
Joſeph's advice III tak, ſae farewell Sue, : 
My lugs 171 cock anither laſs to WOO. 1 = 


| os * 3 OF „ uo 
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Tho Su fan has dlighted me lafies there's pleniy,” „ - ET 
Her heart on 5 Hel, [ 11 Has been bent 47, | 
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No more on her Gen my Any ſhall hover, 
That foolish fond Suit PII new quickly give over, 
Over, 5 Qb 


I. 


In my beſt Sunday's ſuit Twill dreſs myſelf finely, 
Some buxom young laſs I will talk to divinely, 
ber heart's di iſengag” A will quickly diſcover, 
if tis, I'm _ a yur taylor done over, 
Over, over, Ob. 


Enter JACK ond SUE. 


72 * s the coaſt is clear you Te welcome 
Jack, 
Here on the green to 33 a bowl of "oY 
This day we'll end with feſtive mirth nad 

glee, 
The cotter's call, and herds frae aff the lee, 
Wha wears a gloom the gauntlet DE ſhall 
rin, 
And wha excells in mirth this whip ſhalt win, 5 
Aur. That I may not in jovial mirth fa 
| ſhort, | 
Bur j join in hearty lee the gladſome ſport, 


C 97 


Vouchſafe to ſay my bridal board ye'll grace, 
With Jack and Sue to gladden every face. 
Jo,. 1 promiſe fair, and o er your ſma de- 
mand, 

A cow III gie you, and a wee bit land, | 4 

| Where bleſs'd with health and Kenty ws 5 4 
=O. 5 | 

May gar you ſpend alovd and happy lie, | , -3 
Now Jack I give you joy the ſtorm is paſt, ö 
| 


And ſoft unclouded rays dart in at lik . > J 
The ample fortune now put in your power, . | 
May ſerve to make life's voyage i ſmooth- „„ 

ly oer. „%% ny 
Fack. Could words expreſs the: 2 of N 1 
5 my heart, 1 
A thouſand ee, could ſcarce the half im- | 1 
part. | CP 
To make my bleſlings countleſs as as ſand, 
Nought now is wanting but fair Suſan's hand, 
To you I bumbly bow, for favours paſt, _ 
And crave her as the greateſt and the laſt. 
579% Take then her hand N heaven your 
| Joys complete, | 
And lay its richeſt bleſſings a at your feet, 
May ſoft domeſtic peace be never marr'd, 


> a Hr „ A * — ä al. Oe 0 %%% „„ . 


— 


— og” + 


— 
; a hy 


amy 
* * Ld * 
26> 


2 22 * . N 
— — — nts 
_ * 2 
er : \ 1 
I. . 


* 5 5 « 4 o \ © IO MW +; o 
a | 7, "NM : N wu” Lek fed ; W 
b 
— EEE: — n "FRI; 2 FI „— 4 K 2 * A L by Lag * 4 % ID CE; n 
„ S EO be 2 Ges ES. eels. br n * — — . 1935 LAS. i OECD e TX? 
$5 STIR >. . r in 3 — 4 x) P 
*. : f e 
* 5 a WOT ? 1 * 4 g „ 
, Y 2 
+ =_— , i _ 
= * * 7 2 4 
4 3 * 5 1 . — Pg > FT" * tags,” 2 2 
” A a l * — g * »% : Mg £ 9 . G 2 WO C 
e 2 1 2 re f — — —— Cond. f * N 5 . 1 . . . 7 2 L 5 | 2 8 : 
* \ rr 3 , 4 oy „ r Nui eng N 2 5 „ 
Aa NET v8 22 - Co” line. =” : . 2 5 1 : br he 4 2 ” . 1 f : 3 
4 1 — > 
— — — 5 L 4 
8 4 
: * 
{1 
8 * 
4 y ir 


d 1 


* * — 


( 208 ) 


; And virtue ever meet it's own reward. 


Sue. My wry are 12 Pl ſeek nae 


But heakh, the ſweats of Ute wi Jack to . 
That I may through this variegated life, 


Prove ay a loving and a faithful wife. 


Mar. Wha cou'd be filent when ſuch joys 
abound, 


I'll ſing till echos frae von hills eden, | 


Nor ſhall I this forget which heaven's decreed, 


Till lowly laid amang the filent dead. 


XXIX. AIR. There was an auld wife had 


a bee pickle tow, 


The peaſant undaunted may rove o er the plain, 


The warld"s his ain for the winnin' o', 
' The ſailor for riches may 45 o'er the main, 
And ſafely waft hame wi” the rinnin o't. 


The lover nae doubt of his laſs will complain, 


If she his ſaft wooing shou'd treat wi d idain, 


And heaven can to opulence raiſe a young ſwain, 


Tho baulk'd by a weary beginnin ot. 
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Jo. May heaven allow me length of days to 


. „„ 
Their bairns trodling round and round my 
knee, | | 


Content, adieu Ell bid this warld of care, 
And leave my bleſſing wi the loving pair, 
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Cnonvs, 


Green grow the PRE” 0, 
Green grow the r1sþes C, 


. Auld care to drown, and ma to crown's, 


To rant amang 1 the laſres 6. 


ki Whigs and Torries a convene, 
In {ſober ſacial claſſes O, 

Gie me my wiſh, an hour at een, 
To rant amang the laſſes Oo. 

Green grow, e. 


9 


Auld an fools contemn my rules, 
Say © time he vainly paſſes O,” 
74 ſcorn their ſpite, for my delight” 8, 
"Ta rant amang the laſſes O. 
Green grow, &. 


- | l. 


Bold ſailor Jack {till 8 | 85 tall, 
Tho o'er him Neptune waſhes O; 


— 


Crys hearts of ſteel, ſoon home we'll reel, 


ZR And rant amang the laſſes O.“ 


N f ; 


Green grow, &c. 


D 40 


( an ) 


” . IV. 
* 
„ 
* 


When friends are met, and ſocial ſet, 
Wi' glee fly round the glaſſes O, 
Each wi' a boaſt begins to toaſt, 

Some rantin buxom laſſes 1 

Green grow, &c. 


* 
Each gloomy mind, ſoon eaſe wou'd find, 
Tho' deep deſpair him daſhes O, 
Wou'd he unſeen an hour at een, 
Gae rant amang the laſſes O. 
, -Gvueen grow, &c. 


VI. 


Auld Adam broke, the ſacred yoke, 
: Thence woe on: mankind paſles O, 
Tho he forſaw, his diſmal fa, ; 
He eat to pleaſe the laſſes O. 
Green grow, &c. 
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8 0 N 8. 
Mary's mT to Sandy's e . 


O Sandy Nay and bear INC hence, DIE „ 3 


No longer here I will ſojourn. - 5 
All pleaſate's fled when you are thence, 
If Im with thee no more I'll mourn. 
Le ſeraphs waft me to my love, © 

Farewell ye mortals here below, 
No more I'll wander in the grove, | 
Where Sandy farſt his love aid ſhow, | 


II. 


The damps of death faſt ſeize my 1 
My vital breath Ill now reſign, 
Il ſoar on high and never part, 
With Sandy who'll be ever mine. 
Ye maidens fair hear my complaint, 
Far from this earth my ſoul takes wing, 
With ſorrow now my heart 1s rent, | 


Lo e comes death s awful king. 


* Sce a Song intitled Mary's Dream, in the Perth Collection. 
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p R | W. = 
Thus Mary ſpoke with uplift eyes, 
My Sandy dear I come to thee; 


We'll meet once more beyond the ſkies, 8 J 
Tho thy cold clay be in the ſea. 


My weeping friends forbear to mourn, _ 
Tho! here I yield my lateſt breath, 
To whence they came all muſt return, =. 
| She aid, then clos'd her eyes in death 
x | 
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SON G for Saint Fobws-Day, 


Han, maſter and brethren united 
By love and the laws of our core, 


Who here by Saint John are invited, , 


To drink to his memory once more. 
j Let others combine, 5 1 
Gainſt the plum and the line; "a 
We value their frowns not a kink, 
While time runs its round, 
Shall be heard this glad found, 


To Saint * fill 85 goblets and drink; | 


„ - 


Our ſecrets the world may conjecture, 
But what the duce more can they know, 
Since heaven is our glorious protector, 
We'll ſpurn the aſſaults of a foe. | 
Ihn the lodge cou'd he creep, 

At the brethren to peep, 

Set three by three all in the link ; 

Of friendſhip' s ſweet tye, 

All our joy's he'd envy, 


When to 988 our great dne we drink. = 
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III. 


Then charge my brave brethren be jolly, 
A bumper fill up to the toaſt, 
Should the world us condemn thro' its folly, 
We'll ſtill in true Maſonry boaſt ; £ 
In ages to come, 

Both abroad and at home, 

While mortals are able to think, 
Fach lodge ſhall reſound 
With this echo profound, 

To Saint John fill your * and drink; 


('217.) 


7% 0 N . 


Orr Shamby the lawyer had long an intent, 
Oft his former deeds to ſincerely repent, 


Yet av rice {till held the old cub by the heart, 
And {wore while he livd he would ne'er with 


him part, = Derry dem 

. 
| 1 5 * one evening as lonely he fat, 
The Devil pop'd, in in the ſhape of 2 cat, 
Juſt as the old ſinner was ſettling the cauſe, 
Whither juſtice or fin from his breaſt he'd 


: — | Derry down. | 
A | 
Long laſted the combat, the ſcales Rl bun 


even, 


One brimful of Hell, and the other of Heaven, 
He ſigh d for the one, yet the other held dear, 


Half reſolv'd to try in for another half year, 


Derry down. 
But Satan who fearing a change 1 the caſe, 
Reſolv'd in a balance his faith not to place, 


From behind 2 whiſper'd old Sham in the 


ear; 
Kick the beam in my Sond you * 
have to fear, Derry down. 
t 7 
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8 O0 N G. 
Tune, Kett of Aberdeen, 


Slow bends below yon weſtling ſky, 
The ſun's refulgent ray, 

All nature does the change deſcry, 
And bids adieu to day. | 

Soft fly the echos oer the dale, 

Home ward the lambkins bleat, 
The murm'ring brook and winding gale, 
Meand ring notes repeat. 

, II. 

From morning's ſun till his retreat, 
Oer hills and dales I'Il ſtray, 

At nipping froſts or ſcorching heat, 

_ TH laugh the live long day. 

When the pale evening's ſable hue, 
Brings Collin to my arms, 

To taſte the ſweets of love ſo true, 
Enfolded in his arms. 


1 


Why ſtays my hone in "HOW bought, 
Till day has cloſs d its eye, 


(2190 


Why does this heart-corroding thought, 
Tear from my breaſt a ſigh. FP 
Le Gods watch o'er my ſhepherd PRs 
And view me here forlorn, _ 
Haſte bring him to my arms again, 
Nor leave me thus to mourn. 


EPTITAPH on Donald Cameron a Highlandman, 
laid hard by the door of the Church-yard, 

HERE lyes a lump of highland clay, 

Tho fartheſt down ne' er means to ſtray, 

| Yet when we riſe at the great day, 


Some blyth ſome ſtammerin' A 
He's nieſt the door to lead the way, 


Riſe Donald Cameron 
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. Birkie, a clever fellow 
. 0 Birze, to as briz 
A all 1 8 Bing, a heap of grain, 
Aboon, above, up. Ke. | 
Ae, one | Blade, fellow 
Aiblins, perhaps Biel or bield, ſhelrer 
Ain, oath ' Birl, quick ” 
Aftrins, the thickeſt of Braw, neat, fine 
the milk Breeks, breeches 
Ain, own 6 Brawly, finely 
Amrie, cupboard Branks, a wooden curb 
An' and, if NV We borſe | 
Ane, one, an | Bridker, boſom, breaſt 
Aſteer, moving Buſkit, dreſſed 
Auld farran' , cunning, fa- Buz, noiſe 1 8 8 
gacious Bum or low, noneſenſe 
Ayont, beyond 5 
C | 
| — © : (Carrer, chearful 
Be. ball Cauntrips, witchcraft 
Baith, both 0 Cap, a wooden drinking 
Bauld, bold - veſſel 
: Bang, an effort Cannas, canvas 
Belyve, by and by Carlin a ſtout old woman 


- Ons youre fellow Caf, chalf 
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Callant, ba ß, 
Chield, a young fellow 
Cheek for e hde 43 
G 
Clouk, the hand 
N Collie, a dog | 
Claiks, tale bearing 
Cotter the inhabitant of a 
- cone 
Cogue, a wooden diſh 
Commers, laſſes | 
Ce, | 
Coo, Shad” 
Couthie, loving, But 
Crack, converſation” 


Crouſe, brave 
Crambo-clink, 


Cuz, cloſs 


Dur. fooliſh . 
Daut, to make ae of 
Daddie, father 
Dang, puſhed 
Deil-may- care, no matter 
Deſcrive, deſcribe 
A dirl, a haſty ſhock 
' Doited, crazed 
Divers, flags 
Douce, prudent 
Doſs, a tobacco bag 
Dool, forrow, to lament 


Duddie, ragged 


_ Elrirch, frightful. | 5 


F. „„ 
Ferlie, or ferly, to wonder 
5 Fient, a petty oath. 


= Frae, from 


. diverſion = 


Gab, talk, alſo the heal 


 Gloamin, evening 


Dow'd, triſſed 


Tt to Take «roughly 


th 


E. the eye, cen, the 


eyes | 
Eerie, frightful 
Eild, old age 


5 


Fell, keen, biting 
Flypit, to fall 

Flyre, to look ſurely. 
Fu”, drunke... 


8 to 80 


Gaed, went 


Gar, to o yo 
Gauments, thighs 
Geordies, guincas 
Gauky, giddy ... 
Gear, riches, rod 
Geet, a child 

Gin, againſt, if 
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8 to ſtare 


Glaiket, fooliſh, inatten- 
tive | 


Gowk, a term of con- 5 


tempt 
Goody, landlady 
Gowd, gold 
Gullie, a knife 
Grannie, grandmother 
Gree, applauſe 
H 
AFLINS, medio- 

= OXY; | 
Haiches, force 
Hawke, a cow -̃ 
Heels o'er gowdie, up- 
ſide down 

Hech! oh ſtrange! 
Hod, hide 

Howdie, a mid wife 


Hizzie, a term of contempt 


Hool, out caſe, or ſhell 
Havence, manners 
Hurdies, the loins 
Huddle-muddle, fecrecy 
Hyte, inſane 


1 


ilk or ika, each, every 
Ingle, fire 


Inklin, rumonr 


Jimp, ſlender 
Jee, move 
Jo, a lover 
K 
EEK mutch, head- 
reſs 
Kelpies, ſpirits faid to 
haunt fords or ferries 
at night 
Knowe, a ſmall hillock | 
Kiſt, cheſt. 


Kyte, the belly 
Knack, art 


Keekin- glaſs, chamberpot 


Kebback, a cheeſe 


| 


L 
Lp, did leap 


Lempit, a kind of ſhell. 
. fiſh 


Lave, the reſt, the others 


Laſſack, a laſs 
Lift, the iky 
Leuch, did laugh 


Lilt, to ſing | 
2 the place of milk 
in 


Took. the palm of he 


hand 
Lowe, to burn, alſo * to 


1 


* 


8 


** 293 > 


ery ke black cattle 


Loon or loun, a youth 


Lug, the ear 
Luggie,awoodendiſhwith 
a handle 


Lum, the chimney 


Mai, more 


Maukin, a hare 
Mang, amon 


Manſeleſs, rude, ill wo 


Mim, affectedly 
Merligoes, airy viſions 


_ Miſca”, to abu E 
Mow the mouth 


Murkie, gay 


N not any, no 


Nick, the devil, alſo op- 


portunity 
Nowrte, black cattle 
Nick nacks, ſmall ware 


Noddle, the head 


5 8 
a. 
O. 


Ony, any 
O t, of it 


8 
OS 


5 


Ponkr To, oatmeal 
pudding | 


Pack, get, go 


Pang, cram 
Paukie, cunning, fly 


- Pattle, a pleugh ſtaff 
 Plack, an old Scotch coin 
_ Plow, plough 
Poortith, poverty 


Pow, che head 
K 


| Ranros Pr 
eek, ſmoke 


Rooſe, to praiſe 
Ruddie, blooming 


8 


Sae, ſo 


Sair, ſerve 


Saul, ſoul 

Sax, bb 

Scone, a kind of bread 
Screed, to tear 


Sconner, a loathing 
Shoon, ſhoes 


Sic, ſuch 


Sclentin* ways, zig zag 


A 


Skelpit, worſted rig, neat 


Smeddum, mettle ſſence Tug, to pull 
Spier, to . Tyke, a dog 
A ſmack, a kiſs paper | * 
Steck, to ſhut. 2 9 
Stirk, a Cow, or bullock, aan; 2 
at old Uncos, news 


Spell, witchcraft es loathing 
Steeve and ſwank, firm, "4 


C e 
| Sunk, a ſeat made of flags WW A? wall. 


Swither, trembling Wad, wager 
Stowlins, ſecretly Wadna, would not 
ome 1 - r 6 funcrarfce. 
GE A Webſter, a weaver 
po HVV 
i # 8 Mio wh : WEST. uſcleſs orna- 
Tent, to rake head WY, with : 


Tether; 2 rope by which 


horſes are bound 


Wink, the rwinkling of 


Teat, a ſmall quantity wan vil "ERS 
1 „ To woo, to courtſhip 
Thud, to ſtrike WYths te name. | 
Tither, „VVV * 

Tirl, to drive bs 


Tow, a rope OUDEN drift, fnow 
Toil, work 5 driven by the . 
Tocher, marriage portion, Vouk, itch 
Towmont, a twelve month 


